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IniTERE there no drapatle writers, there would be 

no dramatic critics; and therefore is it hot sin- 

' . • • ■ . ■ '. * ' > ■ .- 

gular that the latter, living by the former, should be 

SO frequently endeavouring to destroy them ? Not 

at all — for could critics live if they did not make 

war against authors ? WoUld a Review^ oraNewSr 

paper, that praised every body^ oe read by any body f 

Certainly not. And consequently, dnce the fanic 

and the sale of critical publications depend entirely 

on their severity, let authorist upbraid the readers, 

and not the toriters of abusive articleis. 

To those READER^ t\xen^-^th6segood'n^ured, liberal 

itEADEHS^ who encourage and compel critics to be 

severe ; I shall point cut some bf the difficulties 

attendant on dramatic composition. 

First DIFFICULTY — ^ — to pkasie Yourself. 
Second difficulty - — - to please the Manager. 

Third difficulty' to please the ActorS. 

Fourth difficulty '^ to pfea^e the Licenser; 
Fifth DiFPicuLTif • to phase the Audience*. ' 

Sixth DIFFICULTY -^ tO pkase the NEWSPAt»ERS* 

Add to ail this, the actors must pleasi not to b^ 
taken ill — the weather must please not to be un- 
iavourable— the opposing theatre must please not 
to put up strong bills, and then! — What then? 
Why then^ — '' Please to pay the bearer four hundred 
founds 1 '* , 

'' Ay, but " Say these good-natured READERS 
" there are other advantages attached to a popular 
"* Play !— the being noticed— followed and admired f V 



. u tn^r Act* 

*— By whom ?-r*by all those learned Ldrds — fashion«^ 
able Ladies — ^%rrtlfhy Citizen^— penetfatmg Lawyers 
and eminent Literati, who some twelve years ago 
jptibffcly dedared that orte! irtff was the genuine 
^AKis^EABt, a*i whd somisf three years ago as pub- 
ficily declared t^^t Another hoy was the genuttie 
(JxitBieK-^-^by aM tfrosfc whfo alt different periods have 
i^qtially idolfz^ J*ift and th^ CoNstiTtjTiON-— Fox 
irid the ftfivotuttoTr.--9nEftii5AN and the Phantasmal 
o<^TA-*-Gi]fcfioj5r and the tfiARNED Pic— •KortBVE artd 
MoTHfiR Goose !-*-And yet, spite of this weather- 
iock tnattia, authors h^vfe lived, and still live, who 
Vrrrte for what they call MME I'^-.-For my part I 
write for more substantial food :-— &^ and mutton 
are the objects of my ambition, and perhaps I 
iwuld as soon g;ain them by bad jokes, as by good 
jokes; because, if by accident, I were to write one 
ste^Ting comedy, I know to a certainty I eoulcl 
never write another, and therefore I should be 
damned by comparison. 

But the constant cry is^ — '^ Why don't you write a 
'' sterling comedy ?-^Why don't you give us the good 
*' old /e«^/ii;«??/edrama— Such asflourished in the daysof 
'** Shakcspeate-^JonsoTP^^J^anbitrgli-^dLiidL Congrevef'* 
Kind, liberal READERS ! why only select, for compai'* 
rison, the best authors, and their- be^t plays ! Why 
not bring into competition the ephemeral produ<^* 
tions of Ethefege, Skadxioslh lavemer, and Durfey? 
— and at the same time fairly consider the numerem 
adtatitages possessed by thescT affci^en t writers— //^ey 
•found a well-stocked YS^aiwa/ic^d/^<ter«.----'Love----Jea* 
lonsy-**'Avarice---Cowardk«'---Hyl>6i(^sy--^uriosi^ 
-—were then flowers unhandled and unseen— thescS 
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ihey cuHed-^nd Teft 6ri\f P^eed^. Tk^ like^iid 
were nW ch^feed in their ^tirioal E(tid original fligh!^^ 
by Act of Perlianteht-— and if they had tlK>ught of 
dramatizing a 3^^^ genersit, ^r zfappWi elergifmin; 
they had na LidEj^stR to^ pr^Veftt th^iiL They Hkie- 
\fisiB were allowed tftte 'fV^e Wsi^ (>f tti« ^asy afnd Jn- 

r • 

exhaustible SO urcfe of crea**ng^wir!h, caBed ^^ ik^ubU 
cntendre.''^-^Th€y'li!ktvfhe\ from tWfe' stnallness of 
their theaiffes, had the gt»atific^t}ort df knowing that 
their attewi^pts at wit Vrere heard even i^li the ga/le* 
"fies — ^^whilstdtirS ^las !-^dft«ti drick irt' thecffi//>/gf .^— • 
and yet ynih. all these superior advantages, they 
had their ^odrf-;ia/wr^rf READERS— -for Voltaire calls 
Shakespeare — *^ Un^ grand Funuer." — Decker calls 
Jbnson — '^ Ikdl and vu/gar/'—^Golliet cfAh Van* 
bnrgh and Gongteve— " i7/^/M^wrrf/ ami Mtisphe^ 
Wioi(9'—Axk^ ha(J ther* been reviews' m the days of 
Teren<5e and Aristophsmes^ they Wmi'ld . pf pbabtj^ 
have been called ** The pity of the wise — the bt^^ 
fdon^ of the v»/^«r— arid (as the n0 p/us ulir^ot 
disgrace) wW/^r* ^modern comedy !** 

Barristers^ physicians, and othet professional cha-^ 
tacters, i%i crease in reputation as thi^y increase irt. 
«ge — and at the moment dofage empties rheir heads^ 
tredulity oftea fills their pockets — but when time 
impairs, or dries^ up the vivid juicesof an author's^ 
brain, can he«xist on his fdt^mer r^p6tation ?- — Noj 
**-his past effotts recoil— and yet there' are ped^^te 
'who would still retommend the Hhr^iah maxitn of 
'^ Nonfim prerkaUsr i^'annii^m*^—Ayy which maxim> 
in thirty-^x years, a>maii riifight* compose ^i/r das- 
sical dramas — -and allowing two of these to bt*i>AMNR6 
-U(«i»dPtH6ir \if^^a4^i&d, dont in tlU^ kast meM 
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their chance );why -he will have to cover himself, ana 
perhaps a wife, who, *^ Nbnum parturit in inen^ 
^em^'-^—not only Laui^el in abuandance, but a cleat 
terminable income of about twenty pounds ! 

That a «?dry Zsr^^ majority of critical Writers 
are always ready to iake the godd-natdred side of 
the question, and to aid '^ their fdlaw labourer 
in the vinei^ar^^: '* I have every reason to acknow- 
ledge, and I ao) happy—- most happy^ in this op* 
portunity c$ confessing that no author that ever 
did livie, or possibly ever will livCi can be undef 
greater obligations to them than I am.-r-But since 
the few may at last lead ind convert th^ many; 
— *and play-writing is my chief Source of income; 
I trust there is no impropriety in my vindicating^' 
my vocation to the utmost of, my power. — ' 
I beg it to be understood, that I bear no malice 
even to those critics who call modern coniedi/; 
modern irasJi; because if the sale of their pub- 
lications depend on their severity, who knows 
but they are writing against thei^r opinions, and 
are all the time secretly thinking me a wonderfully 
jine dramatist i-'^To the reviewers I ca/x bear no 
malice, because when they state that my new co-r 
medy is worth nothing, they actually state the 
fact — for by that time ./ have expended all it^ 
pnrfils. To the public at large, who have foi: 
more than twenty years bestowed on me such uni- 
form and unceasing indulgence, what can I say for 
pot better meriting that indulgence? Why briefly^ 
in the words of many of my own sentimental 
beroes-v- 

• ' • • # ■ 

. '' Jhe fault is H my heai)j and riot my wmlt.^- 

March 5th, 1808« 
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PROLOGISE. 



WRITTEN BY A FRIEND. 

r •• . ■' • • • . 

JLN every Prologue for these thousand years, 
You've b.eprd of .nothing 4>ut ihe^Authoiifj/fKi:^} +[? 
Ilj^.painr of labour hjiyciruiig thr9*.t}ie hx)tt?e, / 
And, like the mountain, oftproduc'd a mouse, 
for once, you'll hear no melancholy story, 
Before the Play, the Author will iiot tore ye ; 

r T 

And-'why should- he, a trembling" culprit,* s\i&,* 
Whose . only crime-^Ais' wkh to pleasure you ^ ■ 
Theyrtalk of parties'fpiTO'd,.Qf pritics' spite, , . . . 
Of Newspaper^ cpademning, wrongs or right, 
Mere bugbears, rais'd poor Authors to affright. 

ShbUldhe with lAl^fh'a tedious liour teguile, 

He'll gain his wish'd-for recompense, a smile ; 
Should his plain tale some interest impart, *Z 

Your hands will speak the feelings of your heart. 
More Y9Pi^ f ^oU^^'f-'hut since. I well discover^ . . 
You'll no^be sorry when. th^ P^ojo^u^'j PYer, . , 
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I'm gone — y^no — allow me lust to say, ^, ♦ • • 

ITany come to see a foriPign Play, f 

We \jfifi\i the jGpntleman had staid away. j 

^ut, be there any, wjio wiJJ freely scan us. 

And wait to know us, eretl^ey trjrtp.dsktaa us^ 

]Like patient jurors, &ithfully attend^ 

Nor give their verdict, t|ll they hear tfae end^- 

^uch are most welcome, and we've little fear, fBoxes.J 

That such are tobe found, there ! (Galleries J there ! (Pit J and here } 
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Algernon St. Albyn ........*.. .Mf. C. Kewtbl*.' 

Modern • • • • • • • . ..^ . . . . -Mr. Lewis. 
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Solace •• •• ' • ii4<* p • • • p /• » >«t 9 * • • --Mr. JEmirt, 
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Workmen. 
Servants, Sec 



f ' 



Cicely .;.•-*/*.,. ^ . Miss Norton. 
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ACT I. 



5CENE L—An apartment in Sir Arthur St, Amyn's 

Hou^e. 

Sir Arivur ^discoveredy reading. 

'Sir:4rthur. 

^ PROCRASTINATION is the thief of time/* 
^ ({Puts down booky and ri$es). Ay, ay, when 
waajte, extravagance, and shew, first drove me to the 
Want of temporary aidj^ had I but sacrificed some 
luxury, and met the present danger by retrenching, 
1 had repaired my fortune, and been happy — but 
pride,, false pride, was so engrafted h^re, that, ere I 
would reduce one>^ttle or my pomp, and be the 
mieer of those, whom wealth makes en viqus, I still 
plung<!fi3i on in the same heated whirlpool ; buoyed up 
by bubbling, and deceiving hopes, which now dis- 
solve, and I must sink'for ever. — Yet, no— one pros- 
pect still remains — the marriage of my niece — and 
if my last^remaining friend— rif Mr. Dan vers wou'd 
arrive— 

Enter\ a JServaut. 

Sero. Sir, Mr. Danvers is this moment arrived 
from London. 

B Sit 
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Sir Art. Admit him then. 

\^Exit Servant. 
Now^ now. I may regain my former hei^cht — and 
soar beyond the reach of malice, envy, arid ingra- 
titude. 

Enter Danvebs. 

Danv, Sir Arthur, I give you joy, and myself 
joy, and your niece joy ; — for, if connubial bliss can 
be rendered permanent, by love, money, wit^ and 
personal accomplishments, shew me a more happy, 
handsome couple, than Mr. and Mrs. Danvers. 

Sir Art. What, your uncle. Lord Blushdale, will 
consent.. . 

Danv. He will, — and on the terms I pointed 
out — namely, on his part he agrees to give up that 
bond of yours to the late lord, of sixtee^ tl^d^sand 
pounds — 

Sir Art. Which you persuaded him to lend. — Go 
on. ■ 

. Danv. On my part, I agree io advance to you 
the whole of your niece's fortune, — ^and on your part, 
you agree that the day I become her partner, I be- 
come yours in all your large mines and copper 
works, and depend on't, both firms shall flourish. Sir 
Arthur. 

Sir Art. You have revived, restored me ; — for 
though Selina, when we last conversed, seemed some- 
what adverse to the marriage, yet all my wishes are 
so truly hers, that I've but little fear. And as^ a 
proof, by this, {Giving paper) I bind myself Jn 
heavy penalties to see the marriage solemnized. ^ 

Danv. • ( Taking paper.) Sir, you'revall kindnesji^^ 
and Fve but little to fear, unless a rival hais fo^ 
stalled— ^ 

Sir Art, {With great impatience.) What rivat> 
Whom ? 

Danv. , Your son. ^^ \ 

Sir 
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Sir Art, Name him not — remind me not of one, 
who, long the hope, the blessing of my life, is now 
quite hateful to my memory. — My friend, when you 
well know how he has cut me to the heart, why 
probe a wound, whichyou can never cure ? 

Danv, Your pardon — 1 forgot; but, as I must 
suspect / 

Sir Art. Well, well ; if he again would under- 
mine my hopes, and still oppose, and thwart his fa- 
ther's happiness, Selina's heart's all teflderness and 
love. \ 

JiLnter Seui^a (not seeing Danvers). 

Sel. Oh, Sir Arthur, I came to ask a favour of 
you, do, do persuade that^dear, delightful creature, 
now in the picture-gallery, to give us more of his 
company; for he is so odd, and so entertaining — 

Sir Art. {Pointing to Darners. ) Mr. Dan vers ! 

SeL Oh Lord ! 'tis all ovfer — (aside) Sir, {u^ith 
ugiiation) I am happy to see you at St. Albyn Castle, 
Sir; but, as I perceive I interrupt private conversa- 
tion, ril return to the picture-gallery. • 

Sir Art. No Seliria, 'tis Mr. Danvers that inter- 
rupts private conversation ; — and, as he nevey has 
. beheld the grounds, and works, of which he's to be 
chiefly master. — What say you. Sir, will you inspect 
them now ? 

jE«^er Sbuvant. 

I 

Serv. .Sir, Mr. Legis, your solicitor, is without. 

[Exit. 

Sir Art, That's fortunate ! — he knows the natut-e 

of your visit here, — ^and will conduct you to my su* 

perintendant. And, hark ye — (Aside to Danvers) 

bid him dispatch the necessary deeds. 

Darrv. I will — {Asid.s to Sir Arthur) ' Madam^ 
good morning. ( Bowing significantly to her). 

[Exit. 
12 SeL 



Sel. The grounds and WoAs brivTiich lie's to be 
chijefly master ! Sui*ely. not yours. Sir Arthur ? . 

-Sir Art, Mine ! mirie f — And Hjce^lse masfert)f 
ivhatV worth them all, this hand, ScIjPa! (Taking' 
her hand, ahe turns axAay), What ! trefeWe, and turn 
pale ! Have a care. —You know my fate is in your 
hands. ' 

. Set. I do ; and knowitig well that artful, trea- 
cherous friend, Fll save you, if I can. 

Sir Art, By heaven ! 'tis true— ^and she prefers 
a base, discarded son. 

Set I iLOy and chiefly lose, hiro, for the love he^ 
^ bears his father. 

Sir lArt, 'Tis false, he is my tleadliest foe — and 
if you dread this union with my friend, blame him, 
that is the cause ; for,, wha belied me to my bro- 
ther ? Who tortured him in. his last dying hours, 
with selfi^, specious tales? and, robbing me of all 
* niy just inheritance, became sole heir to his estate ? 
—-Who, but that son ? — ^Who, long in mind, in man- 
ner, artd in form,--«bore such resemblance to his 
dear loved mother;— that I, at times, forgot her loss, 
aittd thought in Algernon she lived again ! 

Sd,, Yt>u were deceived — he did not, could not 
— ho, dn nfy Kfe ! some villain has defamed him. 

Sir Art. The proof is in my brother's hand; his 
will is evidence why Tm defamed. — And on the day 
your lover comes of age, he stands, confessed, hi« 
. father's enemy. \Shc dppedls.) Nay, if my friend, 
he stHl might save me from impending ruin — still, 
m'ight he ijiarry with Sir George Montgomery'^ 
daughter ; but there again he thwarts arvd mars my 
hopes,— And, thereifbce, could I live with^uch a^ . 
foe.^ No, Icall'd forth the Energies of n^ainre, add 
feeling he no longer was my son, dismiss^ him evfer 
from parentaf love. 

SeL And thb marriage with Sir George' Montgo. 
mery's daughter, you also still persist in ? 

Sir Art. I do; I am reduced to such necessity — 

and 



OR, now. VrjIiL IT BJ^O? 5. 

• * 

and your's i|!iil?t instently. tjake plaq^— fpr to sppply.. 
rriy unexpe<^!tedt;toss, I borrowed moncLy of the late, 
Lord BlusF^^i^Jl^ now, observe — the present lord 
k hostile torny interest ; but ob the day ypu marry 
with his nephew, he will release me from a.ddbt, 
which, surely y.oqil be proud to pay,.— Since it, in 
fact, was c^us'd by him. you are %p attached to. ( J[rc{- 
nic^I/i/,) 

Sei. Which surely I'd be proud to pay, for him 
I owe sp much to,— (Le^mn^ on Sir Arthurs, shpul-- 
/fer.j— Buti when I tl^ipk; the day tha^ jgives me to 
Xprd Blqshdale's. nephew, involves yoi^ also in a desr ^ 
pirate union, and pj^rts yop^vei: fropi your much- 
wrpng'd son, I must dismiss, patt kjnd^e^^ frpm, my 
n}ind, and. tremblingly pronoupjcc — — 

Sir jirt. Peace !— .dar^ not utter the 6pprobj:ii- 
pusteifn^, lest maddeni^^withapc^millatedinjtiries; 
I> too, grow desperate, and this, instant force you to 
consent. — Hear me. — Your fontun^is dependent on. 
ipy wU-^and, in.arry any but th^ man I name,. V\\ 
teiumph in your ruiij. -^Reflect, repent, a^dt mindr— 
when next this topic's urged, you, prove the.grati- 
iM^di? yoi|,-fio much boast of, or Xfx^et, the fate ingrati- 
ti^ide dj^rvesi, 

> ' • lE^if. 

Sel, Thien, there is left b.nt onf alternative,, and 
Algernon, at all bazardis^ n?u^ ayow,. what wil]( 
awhile increase bis fa.tb^er's^ rag^ but^ in the end, 
preserve him. We thought that it wPuld* come to 
thj^ a^d^^ \yill tyrfte as he instructed me.— Ayithift 
there ! William !--^yes, yes.-Trry «en4 express, to 
fett ; ^nd in one line hp sj^l cpr^front his ei?ecoy- 
•-Tr-Wi^tiw tfa«5^ ' William! 

Mockm. Here, here at yowr service^ Ma^^m^^ 
^d ypu |^e^4»'t bav^ ba4,tiip ttquble.QJf caUing 

mi ; 



\ 
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me ; for t was so sick of Sir Arthur's okj pictures, 
that I was coming post-haste to lake Jg^c.of you. 
' Sel. You ! I was calling my servftla>' 

Modern. Then I'm sure yoii were calling me. 
Madam. 

Sel, Upon my word, vastly gallant ! ' But, pray, 
Sir, is it possible that you don t admire Sir Arthur'^ 
fine classical collection ? Why, there is but one 
modern picture in the whole Gallery; 

* Modern. I know ; — and though the artist be 
liv/ing, I thought the new gentleman looked pretty 
formidable — and I don't see why painters and their 
pictures should be half-mouldered and rotten, be- 
fore they get into life, Madam.-^No, I like every 
thing thalt's new, and nothing old — save friends, — 
and wine,— and woods, — and women. — 

So/. What ! like old women, Mr. Modem ! 

Modern. Yes, Madam. — Tis a new fashion, and 
therefore I must follow it. * 

SeL Tis a very cruel fashion then, and I should 
like to know how f am to get on for the next long 
tedious twenty years. 

Modern. And, how am I to get on ? flir I can't 
make love to you till they are over — and, perhaps, 
by that time, young women will come into fashion 
again : — ^perhaps — Good by. w'ye — and if there 
should be any thing new in the wilds of Ameria. — 

Sel. What ! are you going to America, Mr. 
^lodern ? 

(Modern hows assent.) 
Why ! — for what reason ? 

Modern. A very old one — I've no money. — 
And as it was in that country my parents breathed 
their last, I wish to know, why they who loved 
me, whilst they lived, forgot me when they 
died! 
' Sel- Forgot you 1 

Modern. They did, — they did, — But that is 

past ! — that concerns not you ! and the ship i^ 

waiting 
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waiting at the neighbouring sea-port ; — and so, 
though this is* only out-second, yet being probably - 
our last* mtetidg, allow me' thus to press this fair, 
and lovely — ^'nf^ 

(SelifiR holds down her hf^ad.) 
.Nay, don't blush, — that's old beyond every thing-r*^" 
there, there — (kisses her hand.) And, now, Colum- 
bus like, all hope and agitation, — now for a new: 
world ! / . 

StL And, mind, Columbus like, you don't come 
home in chains. I 

Modern* What ! matrimonial ones, you mean- — 
No, Madani,— if I marry, it sha'nt be out of this 
country, — ^Nay, if nvy friend Algernon were here, 
I'd say to him— perhaps not out of this county;— 
but» as 1 mustn't say that to you. Madam,— farewell 

SeL — Stay, Sir/ and so far be my servant, as to 
wait on me down stairs — Come, and I'd have you 
think of marriage, the novelty will please you. . 

Modern. It will; for the wisest of all men 
didn't say there was nothing new under the sun, till 
he had tried a hiindred wives. — So, at any rate, 
I'll try one wife. — This M^ay, Madam, (tstkikg 
her hand) Oh, if 'tis all like this, a bachelor's a 
d^ill, old-fashioned fool!— there is no noVelty like 
jnatrimi)ny, 

/' [^Exeunt. 

* 

SCENE II. — A Room in Solaces house. 

Enter Trusty and Cicely. — Trusty has & small 
PortmanUau, which he puts dovon. 

• 

Trusty. Well, rrn glad we are come to the end 

of our journey, and 1 warrant so are you. Miss 

Cicely. — Though 1 don't know, you used to be in 

such spirits at coming home for the holidays,*— and 

^ now 
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now jcM look as melancholy, as if it were the day 
yt>U were going to school again. 

Cice/i/, Do I ? my looks belie m^ then. — ^IJome 
is most welcome, (sighing.) 

Trusty. It ought to be — and this is the last 
time but one. Next Christmas I shall bring you 
home for good, and, then youMl be your own mis^ 
tPess, and my mistress. — 

Cicely. Your mistress, Jonathan ! 

Trusty. Aye, wife to my worthy master, who 
has reared you, educated you, and, though he be 
not. quite in the hey day of youth, 

' (Cicely holds down her head and sighs^ deeply. ) 
Why, there again ! this marriage with your bene- 
factor, used to be your favourite topic, and, though 
frbm the difference of age; love might, perhapsi be 
•ut of the question, yet gratitude, esteem — 
^ Cicely. I am fotigued, — unwell, — and only fit 
to be ^one^^"— (going.) 

Solace (without. ) 

Solace. This way, my lads>-i- this way, 
Tnvsty: Here he comes— here comes Sit Arthur 
Set. Albyn's honest, happy spperihtendant — aad as 
hale, and as cheerful as when you last saw him . — 
XiOok. 

Cicely. I dare not ;•— for Tm so altered, that I 
dread those looks , which, then, 'twas happiness to 
dwell on. And how, and when shall I have courage ' 
to encounter them ? Not now I've inward proof, 
and therefore, to prepare him for distress, which he, 
a^ little merits as expects^ bid him no more extol 
mfe for my conduct, for I would rather meet his 
* Utmost anger, than hear that praise 1 feel I don't 
dfser^. 

IEmi/. 

(Trusty goes vp the Stage.) 

Entem 
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JEnter Solace and txm) men belonging ti) the works. 

Solace, There — step into the back parlour, take 
the hats, balls,- and wickets, and tell the other work- 
men^ here be this whole purse-full for the winners; ; 

1st tf^arkm^ Bless you, Master ! bless you ! and 
may you always be as happy as you make me, and 
^ mv fellow servants. 

Solace, I am happy I will be happy— for, no 
soojier do I w^ke every morning, but 1 say to my- 
self, " Noiv, mind, John Solace, mind you don't 
be a fool to-day> for here you be again, with good 
health) though it be a hundred to one against thee ; 
-r-with a good house over thy head, though thou* 
sands be without, one, — and; with the prospect of a 
good wife, though thousands be without that also." 
— And yet on every slight vexation, you want to be 
g4-umbling, Sirrah, but you sha n*t ! for vexations 
do give variety ; and rf life were one smooth 
bowling-rgreen, — Oh! haw we should leng fiop 
lumps and bumps upon it. , 

\st JVorkm, Indeed, measter. though 1 am su»e 
I'm glad to hear yoa think so, for you've had your 
vexations tbis^ morning- 5 

Solace. Why, yes; first the lightning did strike 
my best hay-ricfc, then a mad-dog did bite two of 
my best cows,, and after that,, my poor old m^her 
^d make me fead to her, six whole columns of 
debates; but it might have been worse, honest- 
lads; — the lightning might have struck I — the dog 
might have bit y^u,-— and, instead of reading ,the^ 
debates, icod! I might have been forced to hear 
them ! So, I am happy, I will be happy, ancl, now, 
go make thysehes happy. 

[ExeurU JVorkmen^^ 
What, thee here also ! (seeing Trusty) and my dear, 
4arVing Cicely — No —bow ! why, where is she > 
Tniitjf. There ! (pointing off the stage.) 

"^ * 4 Solace. 
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Solace, Where ? 

7' rusty. There ! — walking towards the coppice. 

Solace, What ! playing at hide and seek ! Sly 
puss — Fll be a match for her — lil — (Going,, stops,) 
Why, she be in tears ! and looking so pale, and so 
changd ! Jonathan ! what be the matter, Jonathan ! — • 

2 rusty, ). don't know. — Ask her yourself. 

Solace. Myself .! — Speak— did her governess — did 
Mrs. Dorville say nothing ? 

Trusty. Nothing.— rGood Evening. 

Solace. And she, — she herself — 

Trusty^ Oh yes — Miss Cicely bade joe say — I 
cannot speak it — ask her yourseliP, — and whatever 
is the matter with hen — even if you have lost her 
aifections, call to mind what you have just^ and 
always said; — still, still be happy, master. ^ 

[Exit. 
Solace. Why, that beca»y talking; — for, loss of 
hay, cattle, and such like, be certainly slight vex* 
ations-7«and he be a blockhead that do let them 
fret him. — But to lose, as it were, the whole world 
at one blow ! — dang it, it be tight work to feel 
happy after that ! However, if it be true, it do 
still carry with it this consolation. — I cannot feel 
any other trouble ; — and if not true — and why! — - 
yes, why not think so?— I will? — she be the same 
kind-hearted creature — and Fs a poor thick* 
headed — he! he! he! — If ignorance give joy, and 
fools be always happy, 1 wonder how the deuce I's 
ever otherwise. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III. — Outside of Solace's House, Canaly and 
Copper-works^ and open Country in the distance. 

(Fife and Tabour heard without,) 

Enter Danvers and Legis. 

Danv, Why, this is strangely ordered ! Some 
dancing ! — S9me at cricket ! and none eipploycd 

upon 
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upon the works ? S'death' ! is this Sir Arthur's 

doing ? . ,, . 

Lcgis. No — Sir Arthur knows nothing of it, — 
for he IS one of those, who scarcely ever visits hi$ 
estate, and thinks so little of his own concerns, that 
he leaves all to other's management; — the super- 
intendant has the sple control. 

Danv, So I suspected— and, can you wonder 
that Sir Arthur is embarrassed, when he allows the 
servant to be master ? such servant is a villain ! 

Legis. y^hy he is a man of pleasure, Mr. Dan- 
vers : — ana as a proof, look yonder — (poiutingoff 
the stage.) That pretty girl, they tell me, is his 
mistress, 

Danv, His mistress! — S'life! I'll teach him— 

Les-is. Ilush ! he is here.' 

Enter Solace, not seeing Danvers and Legis. 

So/ace. Dang it ' I do not half like her; — for 
she do turn away and sigh, and mourn, and some* 
how, be quite unpleasant, like :— and that be a sure 
sign, people in love be main disagreeable. 

Danv. So, sir, you lead a fine merry life here 
(taking his army snd turning him roimd.) 

Solace, Very, — very — and thank thee for putting 
me in mincj of it. (going to take his arm, Legis 
stops him,) 

Legis, Softly ! and know, the person you are 
thus familiar with, is nephew to Lord Blushdale, 
and the intended husband of Sir Arthur's niece. 

Danv. Aye, sir, and partner in these works — 
mark that ! Partner, and master of these works ! 
Now, — what say you now? 

Solace. Thank thee, thank thee again ; for I do 
love joking and fun-making so much, that I don't 
think a bit the worse of a droll story, because there 
be no truth in it ! He ! he ! he ! — thee my master. 

Danv: 
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D^nv, No, sir, not yours; for I discharge all 
servants, who aspire to fashionable habits, and one 
vfho, can afford to keep a mistress. 

f Solace start g. J . 
Nay, sir, deny it not,-— I saw her but this instant% 

(Solace is between Darwers and Legis.J 

Solace. Saw whom ! not Cicely ! 
' LiCgiS. Ci(?ely ! 

Danv. Ay ! sir; — and this— r-is this a joke, sir ? 

Solace. No, I wish il were; — for I did think the 
other a light, pleasant sort of fib; but when you do 
both seriously take away a poor virtiftus girl* 
character, 1 do call— No — 1 be so above using youit 
bad language, that, though I know it to be ad^n^n'di 
dull lie, I scorn to say so, upon any account what- 
ever. — And so, as life be short, and plea,sure son^e- 
what scarce, wi' your leave, I'll seek more agreeable 
company elsewhere. 

Danv. Sir Arthur shall resent this insolence-^ 
He — he ^hall know how you employ hi3 wor^kmfp, 
a»d yourself. 

Solacei Let un — ^let un — like his good old father, 
, let un know- every thing of I-j and his coijcerns^ \ 
wishj H — I'd be glad tio t^Jkj with him, for then he 
would know tliat this, poor girl; ibat you so fajsify,. 
W my inteadied wife, and daughter of a worthy 
tenant, whp,, dying in distress, I did support,, and 
educate her; and likewise he would know, tha^, 
5^eBdei! men?y-roakipg be the reward of industry., 

X)a7w. Of industry ! - 

Solace-. Aye; — honest lads^l they h^ve doBe full 
idx dacya' woylc ix> five. — And they be not slavesr^or 
if they woFe^, why ooly rule their hands ?» Why no| 
be master of their hearts? and g^n by willing tQi\ 
what force cquld n«vey earn ? 

(Fife and Tabwr hard wiiho^.} 
Yen hear — and could Sir Arthur witn^saj thf s^ pur^ 
ruFal joys^ wkp knowa but he might give, up lo^-^ 
don life, and mixing with his tenantry^ and neigh-^ 
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bours, Be like myself/so fnUch ^a Ifttle kin]5 tfawagst 
them, that, frclm the he^ to toe, 

(Fife and' TRhourstgMi.) 
Tm coming— John Solane wiilrbe foremost^-^*' Be* 
'g6ne dull care/' 

\jMxit, iiftging 'md dancing. 

Legis, This it Is to trust to agents.— And to thiwk, 
-^Sir Arthur s Bon should countenance such pr6flU 
gacyl^-for every autumn, when spocdng emails hiia 
from his other haunts, he cbu$esto reside with this 
his father's enemy. 

Banv. Of course, they are confederates. Bttt 
vho cdmgs here? as I live, another busy, ^ndpre*- 
sTuming blockhead. Come, let us get out of his 
^ay ; for if he finds Tin on a visit to Sir Arthur, he 
win so torn! en t me to introduce him— 

Ijegis. Indeed! who is it? 

Dahv. Why Captain Modern, natural son to Ae 
late Lord Blushdale, who died whilst 1 wafs in 
America. 

Legis. I know — ^Ms Lordship went there in ao 
official situation. 

Danv. He did ; kn4 J hoped his son had ^ne 
there also; for I declare, I wouldn't have hiinkn<Mi 
of my intended marriage— fg-oz/tg;^ 

Enter Mod«n, 

Mddetn. Holloa, George ! Wh^, cut me ! *\«fto 
'6ut thousands ! €>dme that's new, at arty rate. 

Danv. Charles ! — My dear fellow ? Why, *#hBit 
'brings you to this part of the world ? 

Modern, Why, I came to take shipping for fhht 
•country, whei-e you were when my Loni^Blushdale 
died. — And you are sure, still quite sure yOtfVefta 
•IfttelGgerice. 

Danv. S 'death ! I have told you so a thotlflfiikd 
titties— iand if ^to a^fcbt 5fliy ^WJid, go, itkAc in- 
quiry an tfie s{)bt. 

. Modern. 
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Modern That s what I me^A ; and I wai actually 

on board and sailing gallantly down the river, wbeii 

the vessel met with an accident^ and luckily can^t 

-put to sea again these two days, I say, luckily, 

because salt-beef in a captain's cabin isn't like 

venison in a baronet's parlour, nor the loud roaring 

of winds and waves, like the soft voice of a beauti- 

V fill young cr<?ature — So, hey for Selina, and St. 

.Albyn castle, 

JJanv, Si. Albyn castle! • 

Modern. Ay — and between ourselves, though 
Sir Arthur is somewhat gothic in his taste, his niece 
is quite origind-r-and she's in love with me, George! 
she is — -and you will be in love with her, — and as 
I should like to see you (takes hold of Danvers's 
army who tries to take it/ away,) Pshaw ! don't stand 
on dress or appearance, — for, talk of cutting — I'll 
introduce you, dam' me, if she'll even look at you — - 
Danv, You introduce ! — Pray, may I ask — who 
introduced you ? — 

Modern. Myself, and in my own new style. — 

"Sir Arthur," says I, " I am the son of the late 

Lord Blushdale, and you owe him twelve thousand 

^.pounds " — '* Heavens, sir ! '' said he, " do you come 

to ask for payment ? " — '' No sir " — said I, 'f I 

merely come to ask for dinner." — ^And then, by 

terrifying him with the thought of a great request, 

he felt as anxious to grant the little one, as you did 

. to pay my taylor's bill, w^hen I popp'd it in your 

hand, and told you it was a challenge ; — but, come, 

, you shall see Selina. — 

Danv. (sarcastically) Certainly — I'm going jto 
' see her. 

Legis.^ So am I. — We are both going to Sir 
, Arthur's. 

Modern. New ag^in I-^-and if you've any thing 
. else— ' 

Danv. Nbthing, but that your vanity shall meet 
reprbof; for he who trifles with a lady's fame, 

and 
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and tramples on the rights of hospitality, degrades 
the namfc of Englishman and man. 

Legis. True, Mr. Danvers ; and whilst that name 
through every foreign clim^ spreads terror, and 
dismay; — and gallantry and freedom join to blend 
the feurel with the oak— 

Modern, Gentlemen, Gentlemen ! this is all very 
true, and very fine. — But,— -I,— and I dare say the 
good people around me, have been so long pes- 
tered with these old common-place tirades, that I'm 
sure they'll thank me for stopping you in the 
middle — they will. — So away to the baronet's, and 
till you, get newer, brighter thoughts, don't think 
' of cutting out Charlies Modern, who, if he live for 
' ever, will be youthful, gay, and novel. 

J[Exeunt. 
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ACT. n. 

.SCENE J.— Another k4partment in St. AllHfn CMtk, 
Folding-daors in the Back Scene. 

Seuka di&ccfpered tdratiing. 

Selina. 

!LL, now, that^isTery odd I I had began paniit* 
ing Algernon,^ from memory, and yesterday it 
was very like him ; but somehow, now it isn't like 
him at all. No, and what's more odd, it isn't ab*:o- 
lutely Unlike some body else, — And I declare Alger- 
non deserves it for not answering my letter. Bath 
is not such a great way off, and when he knows that 
all depends upon dispatch — here, here comes the 
servant. ( Rises and looks out. ) No, 'tis Sir Arthur, 
and this Mr. Danvers.- Oh, 'Algernon! Algernon! 
Why, why delay to make avowal of what alone can 
save us. 

[Ejcit at door in hack scene. 

Enter immediately, , Sir. i^uTHWR and Danvers, 

Danv. Nay, I have cause to call this Mr. Modem 
troublesome. — He thinks, because his parents died 
whilst I was in America, that 1 keep back intelli- 
gence. 

Sir Art. Well, well, Mr. Modern knows nothing 
from me of our intended plans; but if he did, I tell 
you, I am so resolved upon this marriage, that none 
shall interrupt it. — To-morrow she is yours. 

Danv. To-morrow, Sir ! 

Sir Art. Aye ; spite of her love for a discarded 
son ; and for this daring, dissipated agent^ whom I 

have 
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have left to be his o\^n fiee to^ster,---he,loo, shall 
feel my anger and authority, and you, the witness <5f 
his insolence, shall be the witness of his just cor- 
rection. * 

Danv. Why, I must otvn that he deserves it. 
Sir. V 

Sir Art, He does^ and 111 inflict it. — See> by mjr 
order, he is here. 

Writer SpLACB. 

Sit down, Mr. Danvers* 

(Sir Arthur and Daniers both sit, ) 
So, Sir, {sarcastically) Vm glad to see you. 

SoL Thank thee, thank thee koindly. Sir Arthur. 
And Pm sure I be glad to see thee; for, though 
you've been owner of the works these eight y^ars, I 
think yon have been but twice in this house, and, 
certainly, not once in mine. Indeed I be very glad 
to see thee. Sir Arthur. 

Sir Art. Then you have to thank this gentle- 
man. * 

Sqi. Then I do thank him. (Bowing to Dan-- 
ters, ) 

Sir Art. You hear— I thought he would retract,— 
(to Danvo's) 1 am glad to find my friend has been 
mistaken. He said, that you presumed upon long 
service — 

Sol I ! — I! — ^^Come, I don't thank thee for that. 
Sir./ 

Danv. S'death! do you deny it? Did you not 
meet, and leave me with contempt? 

Sol Why, yes;— and well I might, Sir Arthur; 
— for, do you know, without, with your leave, or 
by your leave^ he did come strutting, and saying— 
" Tm partner ! — Vm master!" 

Sir Art, {Rising,)^ He is to be your master. 

Sol. What! 

Sir Art. This is my partner, and, as such, respect 
, and obey him. 

c SoL 
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; Sol. Bless, my €oul I when ( did (ay ve%altQnfr 
gave variety, I never thought that one might have 
ipo much of a gpod thing.— ^And what with this anci 
Cicely — However, if it be thought fit — take a part- 
^PX> §ij^ Arthur \ — giv? me another master; but let it 
be the one I did bargain for, — don't thee,— dqnt 
thee let it be ou| of tjie fetpily, Sir Arthur. 

Sir Art. How ! dare you — 

SoL I do mean no offence; but your son be 
often proud to visit ah old servant, and I do see that 
he do love the whole concern, — and I do likewise so 
love him, — th^t, tp be happy > — and I won't be other- 
.wise, — let him be sharer in his father's fortune,— i- 
1,— I be servant to no other. 

Sir Af:t, Then 1 dismiss you. Sir; — and now I 
can believe what I have heard, that all this insolence 
results from independe;nce, gained most vilely andl 
corruptly. 

SoL Independence gained corruptly ! 

Sir Art, Ay : — thanks to my careless, unsuspi- 
cious nature, you have amassed, by fraud and pegft- 
lation 

Sol, Peculation ! Sir Arthur, I have liv'd on theife 
works from a boy — my father before me; and when 
we did first take them in hand, the profit were scarce 
K^orth i;emitti|?g. — What be it now. Sir Arthur?' 
Last year I did send thee up to town full eightef^n 
thousand pounds! and though ^ottr father, to encou- 
rage and reward my zeal, did annually allow' m,e a 
twentieth share, have I once vexed thee by demand- 
ing it ? Nay, have I even asked the common pay af 
servitude ? and why? because 1 heard thee \ycijt in 
difficulty, ant^ \ who live by fraud and peculation, 
did feel so anxious for my master's indep^ndenc^^ 
that I have given up my own to gain it 

Sir Art. Astonishing! Can this be pos^ble? 
(ToDanvers,) 

Danv. All art, — all subterfuge.~Begope ! ( To 
Solace.) Take your dismissal, Sir. 

SoL 
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-SoL |)on't, don't thee dismiss me. Sir Arthur; 
for the workmen will all follow me-t-the dealers will 
all leave you.— Another superintendent cannot, in 
years, supply my place. But why, why ^o I stand 
t>egging and beseeching here? Thee art the son 
and father of two men, th^t I mun reverence; — 
thy name be St. Albyn.— I have known thee from a 
child, and, therefore, if fhee say 'st-*-'' There be'the 
door, JohnSolac^!"— I answer, '^Vcry likely, very 
likely !" But, till I'm sure thee art in better hands, 
look,— the whole county shall not push me out of 
it^ {Standing before the door,) 

Danv. Not go ! Not be controlled ! Sir Ar* 
thur, if the story of your father's bounty prove, as 
I guess, most artful and unfounded, this high-toned 
boast of generosity is but increase of insolence and 
falsehood. 

Sir Art True; and iVe nothing but his word. 
Come, Sir, the proof, — convince me that your ser- 
vices and zeal were thus important to my father's 
- interest. 

Sol. What ! still against me ! Then, (putting 
his hand hastily to his coat pocket) no, (taking it out 
Mgain) I do not need such consplation ; for, though 
your conduct do o'ercloud my joys, your father's do 
bring sunshine to revive me. {Half crying). 
Danv. You hear the p<3or, evasive answer. 
Sir Art. 1 do, I do.~And open villany should 
have ray praise, in preference to this cant, this mock- 
ery of honesty. — Begone ! and till you dare divulge 
the proofs, you boast of, dare not to prostitute my 
father's name. 

Sol. Pi-ostitute ! Nay, then, though I did mean 
to bear this secret to my grave, (taking a paper out 
of his pocket-book) read what were written in this 
very room, only two days before your father s death, 
and with his own free choice. — I scorned to ask, or 
* ho^pe for such reward ; bi)t y du do see— ( holding up 
paper before Sir Arthur) not only do he bind himself 

<: 2 to 
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to pay this twentieth share — " but fearing that my 
son'' — {Reading). ' 

Sir \4rt, (Snatching the paper from him, and 
reading) ** But fearing that my son's expensive 

habits, and love of town pursuits may, some time 

hence, induce him to require a partner's aid ; I do 
" direct that no such partnership be formed without 

the approbation of the said John Solace ; — and if 

his fair and equitable profits be punctually dis- 
•' charged, he will himself hzve ample means to pur- 
'* chase into that concern, which his own merit has 
" established.'* — \Sdeath ! 'tis past bearing ! Why, 
why was this concealed ? 

SoL Why were it ever shewn ? I had no wish to 
turn it to my own advantage, and never can ; for 
keep but the concern within the family, and I would 
rather hold my present state, than be the master of 
the whole — and so I'll to my daily work. — Dang it! 
Ts sorry thus to gall Sir Arthur, but I feel proud that 
industry and trade can lift me o'er the head of fop- 
pery and malice ! Sir Arthur, I do humbly wait 
your orders. 

[Exit homing respectfulfy.: 

Sir Art. Confusion ! left to the mercy of a lovr 
dependent! He more entitled to command thwi 
serve! And I no power to fulfil my contract! Sir, 
I eirtreat your pardon, -^but, when I talked of mar- 
riage, and of partnership, 1 thought 1 was sole heir 
to all my father's fortune and affections, and little 
knew his vassal more deserved them. 

Danv. Nay, shall I not share Selina's love, be- 
cause I am not sharer in your fortune ? I have i)o 
motive but attachment, and if Lord Blushdale and 
myself fulfil our part of the agreement, what need ef 
j^ours.? Come, come, proceed as you intended ;-r- 
mstant prepare Selina for the marriage, ^nd wb^n 
this agent reasons^ as he ought— — 

Sir^ Art. True; when he sees your friendship 
would prevent what my son's treachery wouldLcause, 

Ke 
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htf must (Select the partner of my choice. Yes, I 
will proceed; — and, but that youth precludes the 
possibility, I should suspect the poisoner of my fa- 
ther's mind — ^ — 

t Danv. Nay, after all, perhaps your son <loe$ 
«vil, only to do good. 

'Sir Art. Poor, pal- ry sophistry! No end can^ 
justify the sacrifice of honour; — and crimes Ihought- 
i^quisite to aid the cause of virtue^ like other crimes^ 
recoil upon themselves. 

i ■ • {\Exit at door m back scene. 

^ Danv. So, she ismiriel And further to defeat 
my rival's hopes, I will not dease till I secure this 
Mr. Solace in my interest. And if he would know 
why 1 w6uld link myself with one, already ^o eip- 
betraised as Sir ArcHtir, it is because his fortune may 
itnpi>6ve; but mine,'bysudden losses at the gaming- 
ftfcle>a6 grown so desperate — 
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Enter Sbjrv^nt, from door in bach scene. 

. . • . ' - -\ 

Why, where have you been, Sir ? '~ 

1 Ser'd. I have been deli voting a letter -to Sir 'Ar- 
thur, Sir, which I have just brought ex'press from 
Bath.. 

Danv, From whom ? 

Serv4. From hi^ son,— from Mr. Algernon, Sfe 
■■.•■,'■'*'- JSxii. 

> Danv, Frpm ' Algernon ! And sent with such 
dispatch ! But his. appeals ^re useless now, and Fm 
so certain of Selina's hand, that I'm impatient to 
gvow my triumph, 

" ' * . \ 

\ ■ 1 ' ■ 

Enter Moxyj^Knty from door in back scene. ^ 

• :Mod, So, Fm glad I've found you ; for T have 
just been witness to such common place, atid such 
novelty !—^ And but for the f uii of the latter getting 
the better of the former, I slifotidd be asi much disap- 
pointed 
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pointied as another poor devil; for, do you ktniw/ 
oclina mustn't any longer be in love vi^ithme? 
Danv. (tVitfi exultafionj* I do, I do. Sir, 
Mod. But, can I blame her? She, who lun 
ipari^'d such gothic schemes.— Listen.^ — Sir Arthur, 
you see, swore that Selina should be the wife of som«^ 
curst wprldly blockhead,. whose nanite he purposely 
kept snug: from njte; but whea 1 find hitn out.— Ob^ 
George ! |)ow we wiU both laugh when we find him 
out. 

• • • ■ 

Darw. ' No* we W0»n1: for his success can never 
ri^ise yqHr mirth, and. for mine,-Tnoeruirfy, Charts 
I, sh^'u'j^ jaAigh a^ my^^f .::://'. ^ : 

,,ikfc4;if y^u.ir-^hat, areyp^:?^- . i.; .. 

. J>aw: I Jr--l ,wv this w<^W|y Jjlpc^head ! : hv^ 
V\\ telJi^oq ?i slecret-rrSelin^^s f]»iifbAnd mesaJSio.lirt 
so jealous, .th2tt.you'4i best find (fg*i^e. willow tree. -rm 
( "Pulling up neckcloth toiinitatehftf^gixtg' ) Y,Qi|' idH 
derstand. — Now, — why don't you laugh now ? 
(Smacki^ hifn (m (lia b^ck- ) •. 

Mod, I do ;— and we shall both laugh more and 
more; for, bless you! youVe only heard the C0titf» 
il\<iMi ptece-! I^ ha^vVt come to the novelty i But 
9.0.W % ite ! Sir Arthur, you sce^, sttick to hi3 point*, 
and Selina was almost frightened into complianoo^ 
when a servant entered posthaste wkh a letter from 
Algftrnoi^ $<; Albyn !.— -Sir Arthur lopens it> wtos 
^g^t^ted^ trembles, — turns pale, and lets it fall 
Tml pljqk. it up, ^1^ find that Algernon confines 
1^ hfts bej^n secrietljr roarried| to Selina thtsct Mib 

Danv. Secretly married ! .^ .; 

Mod. Ay, secretly married! and dared notprevious-^ 
Jy avow i^, Je^t it .sh<)uW incJSpase his father's anger. 
This is their secret, — and I am so original as to wish 
them hjipp^ ;— and fcww<|:'w,'--SeUn*'$huflband weans 
tiO besQ.jealou^,.thfttf you/dbest fi«d some willQ^ 
tf^, (Pm/ipginet^o/JQthf &!aj. You undeiBBHwiU 



Dmv, Disti^action! to be thus outwitted and 
supplanted ! I shall go wild. 

Mod: So should h~t>ut being supplanted, is sd 
hew to the, that if Selind, unlike bthet' Women, don't 
love Charles Modern, why Charles Modem will 
more love her for being so uncomnaonly original. 

Danv, Where is Sir Arihtir? for we'll instantly 
proceed J to take most ample vengeance on them 
both, 

....Mod. What vengeance. Sir? 
r, Darw. First, what insulted honour justly claims. 

Mod. What! you'll call out Algernon i Very 
ivell — if you will be so inferrtally common jplace, 
only iriind your seconds don't publish tlie report^ 
that's all ; for affairs of honour, now-a-days, cohfiBr so 
little honour, that pistot-worfe, in the field, like on the 
road, can't be done toomuchinthedark. — And for the 
other hackhied trick — for carrying off t^ lady,— - 
that's only done upon the stage, and ttieh is merely 
introduced, that some such merry fellow as myself 
may make a butt of the dull rbgue who plaiis it.— *• 
So, mind, George ! mind you are not my butt ! 

Dsnv^. You are beneath my notice— -and, T)e a^ 
sured, Sir Arthur and myself will find i way to piir 
nish all our foes. , , ^ . 

Mod. And be assured, Selina and myself will finq 
a way to prevent it. — So, good by w'yef i—Apd t 
say, George, if any more novelty h^'s taketi pTace 
since I came away, depend on't, you shall hear it. 
You wished to keep your marriage secfet, but riliet 

Jrou know all about the secret marriage.— Ha ! ha ! 
%h.~Why don't you lytf^h*? 
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SCENIC II. — An Apartment in Sdace's house — a table 

andcJiairs put on near the JVingy tcith 
pens, ink, andpapen 

Enter Cicely, 

Cice. Yes, though the struggle has been most 
severe, honour at length has triumphed c5ver love, 
and I've resolved to banish from my mind all memo- 
ry of one — Heavens! do I live to utter it? — But 'tis 
decreed! and the prpud consciousness of acting 
right, and proving grateful to my benefactor, ^hall 
still excite me to complete my purpose, (Drawing 
table forwards — seats herself) Now to resign the 
lover for the friend! (begins writing) '''Sir!" — Oh! 
does he merit such a cold address? ^^Our late pri- 
" vate meetings must have convinced you of my 
'' firm attachment; but to my dear benefactor I 
" have promised my hand — you know he deserves 
'' it. — Farewellf* arid that your name may be con- 
*' cealed, 1 here return your letters." (putting her 
jtand in her packet^ How ! where are they } — they're 
Irist !- — and if he's once discovered — Oh ! let me fly, 
lest malice should agaip calumniate him^ who seeks 
that lasting flame, which jfraud may covet, but which 

only honour gains, r-^^ 

lExit. 

• ' f^nter Solace, immediateh/, 

Sol There ! she dp still avoid m^ ; and betwixt 
her. Sir Arthur, sind one thing or other, I don't 
know when I have passed a more cheerful, pleasant 
day — Very well ! I do hope they will keep it up till 
bed -time. — {Seats himself close to the table) Ha! ha! 
(trying to laugh) it were not always so; for sure as 
out-door work went wrong/ my Cicely would come 
und smile^ ^nd prattle, and — {rowing himself) Why 

»Qt 
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not now ? Dang it! Td like to be ii^forttied— rfor if 
caprice have taught her also to dislike me. Til shew, 
her Tm as f>roud — {bitting the table wUh bis hstnd^ 
it falh on tlte letter) Why, what be here ? A letter I 
and to me ! No — it be to— plague !--rtarment ! — %% 
be to some base, seduciofe— r( re«rf^ ) ^/Sir, our late 
^^ private meetings" — Jai)^! s^ircetess !.—^But it won't, 
last — 1 shall be soon where trouble cannot reach me. 
{weeping) "must haved&itvince^youof (ri?««//>ig-o«) 
•' ' my firm attacferacnt'r-*dear ljenefactor---promiscd 
^* my h^nd---deserve it — farewfell — name cofncealed 
ff ' ^^^tUiitt^ letters;" — ( trembling, violently y- jAnd 
drdp'fiitf^gthe lettenJ'^-My h^d-^-my heart, do bath:§o 
beaty'andiwhiri-'i-and yet--^ ( h^/f syni/in^i) somebqiw 
-^Miang it ! I were never so unhappily happy in all 
hiy life I •'—Hush ! sBe be coraingl-r-^rshe be retiirning ! 
and since my tongue can badly do its duty, I'll shew 
her «he hafs taught me how to write.*-rYeiB, 'if I Qan 
but hold my peny*'(ipicking up letter ) -t\^ letter sha'nt 
be all herf own f {^aes hastily to. tije table, and mite^ 
on the letter)^ There is my share- that, that be 
consolation. * x. 

[Leaves letter where Ci(xly left it, and stands a$idk. 

• • ■ ■ 

JR^-enter Cicely. . 

Cke. So-^*I halve found them ;---but alas! they have 
revived siich' tender recollections, that I have scarcely 
courage to proceed. Here are his letters- — there— «r 
{pointing to the oneonth^tahle)Vfe[\,yNc\\ I've no al* 
termiive{seating herself, taking up the pen, andreading) 
" and I entreat that— you will pay no attention tQ.^ny 
** part of this letter; for happiness is my pursi^it — *' 
Heavens ! my benefactor's hand ! — " Happines9» 13 
'i my pursuit; and as I cannot expect any from dir 
^^ viding lovers, I do. beg you will instantly com^ 
^' together, and consider, that whilst I have a house, 
^* or a guinea, you shall nevef wwt a part of them. Y 

(She 



{She trtfmbki^ iiifni rbitniy iees %6\2cceitUns tomm-ck 
Mm, and f^k at his feet.) 

Sal, ^JSis head fiom her) Don't tlwe, Gicely,-r 
i^n't thte make me look at thee ; for if thee 4lo6t-^ 
fturhmg gmduklly tawardnher) Dang it ! he cannot 
gfvA^me &a6 ebibtace ! fho' no husband's, I bav4 
t fafther*s right,' and th«, jfttt thus I do enforce it--^ 
(einibradihg het. ) '- ' '^n >-t>. ; 

Gke: (After si f^u9&) kM you forgive me i ^ ^ 
■ &£fl. Forgive th^eli How dotiM'st: thee htlp it? 
thtf fatth were alFmiftte; for I did forget that ihis:W>w 
)^te nbta face fof a pVetty school girl tOfffHtioi love 
4^kh;~And there be the infirmity ofnattu*e,Ci€cly; 
W^dd fancy w6 be afwa^'s young and coibely,. ain^ 
AlWei' fhirik thait beaoty's but a flower i But, jome 
thing I ptemi^^-^-be'st sure be be no feke!, Artful 

CiW. My life^-^ffiy life upon his honour. #- 

Sol. Enough — C6nclude theleher— bidhimocHn^ 
iirecfly-*— well hav^ei the wedding by return pf post. 

Enter MotiEiL^and Sklina. 

Mod, (toSeliha) Don't you btigne youiBelf^— 
I— ril explain every thing. 

Sol. What ! Miss SeUnv in my house ! Madam ! 
(bowing low) 

'Mod. KotMi^ Selhfia, ihy dear feltow I because 
'(i§ 1)1 consequence of her being ar :marrjfed WobIihIj 
th^f Sir Ai'thuf has forbid her his house; and her 
husband being my friend, and your friefid, and 
every body's friend-^- — 

j^os^. Indeed ! Who be her husband? 

Med. Who, but AJgerrion St. Albyn t 
^» SkUi Algernon St, Albyn ! — ^^I be glad on*t-— I be 
nWiH glfed he* have saved her from that Mr. Danvers-^* 
iiid fhee, Cic€?ly, —thee, who, Hfce me, dost know, 
drid dost respect my dear young, master,-*— speakj-** 
^ii't she to be envied, Cicely ? 

Cic€. 
4 
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She is — your irm — feupponikie-p— I arh*foile faiAt^-i*^ 
o'ercoBoe— t-nothingv liotWiig eket (fmlihg ^ff6M 
ten9eleBS}m' Solace's shoulder. J ^^^ '^ 'v > 

c ' i^o/: No^ nothmg, CiGely;-^ti4'lt; be iftAsity i*^ 
iouBt^for; liei^ spirits h^ve; &t h4€, hff^ti ^6 to^tfi 
harassed--buly prayilfeo on; y^^tlr ^^6l*e ti^#A 
will cheer hfer^ and rtt^^iher. . ' . ^ . 

Gee. (5/sr/>«^w/r7/^fi,ydS!--^'mnidb^»ifeg^^^ 
jtoty^ pray, proceed. 

SeL Nay, you've heard all, except that, till to- 
morrow, when I expect St. Albyn will arrive, 1 hope 
that I may call this house mv own. 

SoL To be scnre; ktiA thaW t\tte for thy company 
-—and Cicely will also thank thee, and Til tell ye 
this — you won't be long the only new marrieJi wo- 
man in this part of the world, will she. Cicely ? And 
so, come, come, and partake my humble fare. 

Sei, Most willingly. 

Mod. {In a melancholy tone) Mrs. St Albyn! 
Mayn't I go with you, Mrs. St. Albyn ? 

Sel. I am sure you have my leave ; for I feel 
much indebted to your kindness, 

SoL Then Fm sure he have my leave ; and, after 
dinner, I'll tell you what new jokes I play'd off 
against my would-be master. 

Mod. Tell me new jokes ! Lead on ! Ill follow 
you to the world's end. 

(Solace exit with SelinaJ 
Madam, — (offering his hand to Cicely) 

Cice. ril come— -I'll follow, — — 

{ Modern iozvs and exit. ) 
if I can ! St. Albyn married! After all his vows, the 
husband of another! And, now, that other to make 
this her home ? Tis well, 'tis very well ! And I, the 
object of seductive passion, must stay, and witness 
his connubial joy§ I No, let me rather perish— ^let 
ine fly — 

Sol. (mthoia J Why, Cicely! Cicely! 
.0; eiw, 



' Cie^., Ha Iv.that soOtbing, friendly voice staggers 
my resolution ! Yet, if I stay, 'tis but to prove he's 
wronged in friendship, as in love;-— and, if I go, the 
suffering's all my own !— 'lis fixed, my resolution's 
fix^d ! Ai)dy ;spite of all this treacherous husband's 
arts, still truth and honour, like two. vivid sfan^^shall 
gliide, and i:}i^er .me througb'th^ gloom ! - 

Sol (mthout) Why, CJMte 4. Cicely i 
^^Cke. I come! Icome! tT C ^ 
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ACTIIL 

SCENl L — An ^partmeni in Solace* $ house^ 

Enter Sklina. 
Selina. 

UPON my wor<L there is no end to thfe Mr. Ma» 
dern's civility; for he is now gone for me to 
St. Albyn castle, and altogether he is such a strange 
insinuating creature, that I wonder whether his 
attentions have proceeded wholly from friendship 
for Algernon, or partly from attachment for — ^ 
Attachment ! for whom ? Oh, fie, fie, Selina 1 dis- 
miss such light and trivial thoughts ! Where is my 
host, and that sweet interesting girl ? Poor Cicely! 
your smothered sighs, — forced smiles, — and wild 
expressions, betray such latent, hidden anguish, that 
though a stranger to the cause, I feel most anxious 
to relieve it. 

Enter Solace, hastily. 

Solace. Not here either !— No where to be 
found! Mrs. St. Albyn, I do hope thou be'st 
happy — ^I do hope the person, on whom thee hast 
fixed thy affections — but, thank heaven ! thee be'st 
happy.— Thy husband will never foriake thee. 

Set. Forsake ! — Speak, what has happened ? 

Sol. Nothing, but what might, perhaps, have 
been worse.— She might have died ander this roof, 
and I might have seen her in sickness^ and in suf- 

fenng; 



fering; "hot I shall be spared that iaffliction ; — I shall 
ueVer, n^ver see Cicely alive or dead now ! 

SeL Not see Cicely ! 

SoL No ; she be gone !— eloped ! — And after 
I had given her free leave to break her promised 
vows to me, and maity him that she preferred ! But 
it be a day of trouble, and this ben*t my first heavy 
calamity. — That, that be some comfort^ Mrs, St. 
Albyti. ' 

SeL Marry ! whom ? — Know you his name ? 

So/. No; she did artfully cnnceal it ; but this 
I do know, — they had their private meetings, and if 
he prove, — look ye, if he do prove to be a villain !— ^ 

SeL He is, — 'tis evident — and to preserve her 
from his snares, lose not a moment ; for, perl>ap$, 
e^en now, she's sighing for that friend^ who still Fqi 
confident, must sigh for her. 

SoL I do — I do ; — but how, and where be I to 
find her? However, certainly not here — So 111 
take thy advice, and if 1 should overtake them, and 
she call him by the name of husband, why, I'll just 
offer him my hand, and smile, and be content; but 
if I learn that he have other views, though he be tall 
and mighty as a giant, dang it! 111 grasp him till 
fee own that, as true happiness do flow from women, 
tjo he be but a fool, who knows not how to cherish 
and protect her. (going) Good night ! — Good night ! 

SeL Success attend you ! And if St. Albyn 
should arrive in time, he will be proud to aid you, 
and console you. 

Sol Oh, yes ! — and he — would he lay snares to 
mar domestic happiness? No, — were all like him, 
1 should not now be driven from my home, to — but, 
*rat en ! the day be not yet over,— r^and that misfor- 
tunes oft be blessings in disguise, I know full well ; — - 
for, never did my heart sink low as it be now, but 
$fomethifng did turn up to make it. bound beyond its 
former height. — And there's my hope. — Spare, and 
forgive my present selfish grief, and when I do 
- ' come 



V 



jcpme b^9^^ I will hp qu|4p a«ceakil§,-?rqt2ife ch^j^ 
lul— quite JMippy, Mrs. St. ^%^ ^ . 

S^I. ^Tii^ ipofe tjian, I shall be — I jiaye not his 
jphilpsopby^ ^nd I would tray^J through the world 
to find the villain,/^h<^ h^ <Rau§ed th\s misery-^ 
Whorrrwho c^i\ I i^^ispect f— None, — no»e, unless— 
W|iy, yes, ipy oiind misgive:^ nie — he had scarcely 
filtered, whpR ^he wept, ^nd fainted ;---and, ^incc^^ 
.^t the same iristapt^ both were^ missing, — So, Cap- 
l^in Modern, this took yoif to St. Albyn castl^ ! — this 
was y Q\^r kipdness to Selin^ \ Oh, base, depeitful — - 

£nt€r Modern* 

What ! is it you ? Oh, niy d,e2tT sir, I don't kna^ 
<hat I was ever more glad to see any body in all my 
life. 

JVfod. And I'm sure I'm equally glad to see you, 
madam ; and this it is not to be common-place, — 
thpugH " s^ei) for ever, we are ever new ; " — but 
for St. Albyn castle, — 

j&/. What ! you haw been there, Mr. Modem ? 

! J}Xod. 1 have, and seen D^nvers. — And he avows 

that he has written to Lord Blushdale, and with his 

.influence, is secure of triumph. — But, can that 

simple, rusticated peer contend against my mqdem 

tactics ? 

Sei, Nay, let that pass ; — think only of what 
9;^lls for instant aid, — thipk oply of poor CJicf ly-r- 
Dut I forgeU'- (zi}ith .^motion. J perhaps you ]|;;now 
her story. 

Mod. I kpow 'tis the old story-^—Lpvej— ^elope- 
ment,— and seduction. And whe^ poor ^ol^n^ 
told me at the door, my grief wa^ lost in my resent- 
inent; for, of all stale ^nd bacl^pjl^di plagisu^idip, 
there is xiqu^ that I sq Iq^tl^ ^ Qcibbing trosffi, a 
circulating fibr^^ 

i^ef. Tm satisfied. (Aside.) — and, in plain com- 
mon sense, I much suspect her's is no voluntary 

flight— 



flight^i fear she'is in some Yillain^i hands,— and 
since I can't employ your friend, St. Albyn* — 

Mod. How ? 

Sel. Putiue,---restore the waiidcrer to her home^ 
and you'll confer on one, already much indebted, 
a deep, and lasting obligation. 

Mod. The very thing I wanted: — before I 
sailed, I was so anxious to lay you under an obli- 
gation, that I even thought of getting Danvers to 
carry you oflf) on purpose that I might have the 
glory of bringing you back again. Madam/ Til 
alarm the whole island, — Fll placard, advertize, 
hawk, hand-bill, and hue and cry her. — And if nay 
conduct bpasts of little novelty, 'tis to the honoiijr 
of the age we live in; for I really believe where 
one young fellow would call seduction fashionable, 
thousands WQuld scout it as a low, reprobated 
'passion.~rm gone. 

Sel. Yet, hold — I only ask you to recover 
Cicely, and not to punish her oppressor. — Mind, 
no personal^encounter. 

Mod. What! the wind-up of the novel !r— No, 
and particularly just now, when life is dear to me 
beyond description. 

Sel. No wonder it has charms, when you devote 
it to "such generous purposes. Adieu ! 

Mod. Adieu ! adieu ! 

[^Exii SeliruL 
Oh Ldrd ! if I don't take care, I shall turn out thfe 
most common-place of all scoundrels ; for I shall fall 
desperately in love with my friend's wife. How- 
ever, if I do, I'll succeed in a new way ; for Til tell 
^ her of it — and Til tell him of it — and then, I'll say, 
*' farewell, Algernon ! farewell, Selina ! " — And, 
then, they'll answer — *^ don't leave us, Charles.** — 
And, then, having satisfied my feelings, Til sary, — 
*' curse me, if I don^t.live with you for ever/' ^ 

lExit.. 

t ... . ■ 

• SCENE. 
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iSCENE il. — OiUside of Ldrd Blushduk'i small 
' villa.' -'Practicahle dopr andmndow.^-^GkrdfH and 
open country in the back-gtoiind. 

'EiHtet DfBORAS, 

1 

Deh. Come, come, be of good heai^, Deborah 
^— end your day *s work with spirit — shut the doors 
and windows of your dear master's house, and, 
then> your aching limbs shall have their night's 
lioiiday. — Heigh4io! I wonder whether Mr. Copsland 
«~his pai^don, — my Lord Blushdale, I mean, is as \ 
fond of parading in his great London*>house and 
^ik chariot, as h^ was of tending hii^ little garden^ 
and managing his little farm. Pray, heaven, he may 
be! I can give him an excellent charac^ter, and 
1 hope he won't give me a bad one ; for, as times 
go, I hav'n't been a very short while in his service 
— only twenty years,—- that's all-— only twenty - 
yea9s« — ^Heigh-ho ! (unloeh door,) 

[Exit into house. 

Ent&r CiQMtY, hastily. 

Cieefy. Hark ! what was that ? Surely the sound 
of feet. — I am pursued, — discovered.— No, — 'twas 
but fancy — ^andMf sOme hospitable roof will shelter 
aae to-night, to-iporrow Tl! set forth again : — but 
whithar? — and to whom J-r-Oh, Algernon ! — Al- 
gernon ! 

Re-enter Deborah, from the house. 

So — fesit bind, fast find. — ^Heigh-daf ! 
(seeir^ Cicely.) What h^iive we here? I declare^ 
as nice^ modest -looking a yoUng creature-^ 

{going 
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(going nearer.) How ! in tears ! — in trouble ! 
Come, come, cheer up. — Though I am old in body, 
I'm stout in heart, and, perhaps, it will be render- 
ing myself a service, to do you onel Come, come, 
.whafs the matter? 

' Cicely. My story is not worth your hearing. — 
It is enough to say, that, could I find a kind asylum 
for to-night, to-morrow I'll set forth for London^ 
and in some menial ^situation — 

Deb, What ! you want a place ! and have no 
home !— No, — and there it is — there's the worst 
jpn't— my cabin is so small, — -bless you ! Tve but 
jtWQ Utile rooms.- — In the one there is myself, my 
cat, too daughters and a bed — and in the other, 
jlb^re is my poor sick nephew, who, when he's 
well, works, about six miles p^y. at worthy Mr. 
Solaces. 

' . Cicely. Your dwelling is too public-— I must re- 
.main unseen, unknown — and since no other shelter 
offers, some wood shall be my resting place till morn- 
ing. Farewell ! and had X always met with hearts 
like yours, these had been tears of joy, and not of 
.anguish. 

Deb. Stop — do you think I shall close my eyes, 
if you sleep in a damp, dreary wood '^ And such a 
night as this ! so bleak ! — so stormy ! — No — look — 
(pointing to the wing) there is nobody in that house, 
nor likely to be for some months; for the owner of 
it^ now Lord Blushdale, has nobler mansions, ^e- 
where; — I have the keys, to keep it aired and tidy 
. — and if you prefer being alone, in a warm, com- 
fortable bed-room, to wandering in a wood, my 
pretty innocent — 

Cicely. I do — I do. 

Deb, Indeed ! then 111 lock you safe in to-night, 
l^id in the morning, after bringing you a good hearty 
breakfast, I and my daughters will set you forward 
x)u yourjourney. 

Cicely. 
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- Ckely. Oh! this is past my hopes!-- ^Let me this 
tpoment enter. 

Deb, So you shall. — Aiid, atiother thliig, when 
you get to London, I know ray lord wants an under- 
housekeeper — and, though you are somewhat youngs 
there is no h^irm in applying for the sifuation. 
(Sta/nping of feet without,) Hush! somebody's 
coming ! In, in> before we are observed.-— Good 
night ! and do, as I always do, in a strange house, — 
lock, lock your bed-room door fast, and don't stir 
till I call you. 

Cicely. I U mind — and when iri London, I will 
ask Lord Blushdale for the place.-*--Good night,— 
and thank, and bless you for your kindness. 

\_]^xit into house. , 

TiJy. (Lockhig door, and keeping the keys in het 
hand.) And thank, and bless you ; — for now I shall 
sleep like a top. — Yes, yes; she'll be the very ser- 
vant for his lordship. 

•■''."» 

'Enter Legis* , 

Heighdays ! and holidays ! Mr. Legis ! why, 1 
hav'n't clapt eyes upon you these four months! 
No, not since tha^ topsy turvy morning, when you 
brought the letter, which changed mj dear master 
into a peer and a pailiament man. . 
. Legis. True, Deborah; and I wonder how thd 
change suits him ; for if you recollect, he stared, 
and hesitated at leaving his retirement. 

Deb. At first, Mr. Legis; but when you pointed 
out the advantages, when you told him how every 
body would respect, and look up to him, iTaith, he 
actually set ofTin such glee, and such bustle ! But, 
heigh-ho I my old bones require rest, or I could tell 
you such long stories of his mild, gobd-natured-jc- 
but, anpther time! -1*11 make amends by calling 
early tome morning, and talking of him the whole 
day, Mr. Legis 1 

i>2 ' Legis. 
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Legts. Do, Deborah, — ^I^^shan b^ glad to see 
you. 

\^Exii Deborah. 
Aye, and my friend, Copsland also — thongh, 1 sup- 
pose, he's so involved in fashionable scenes, that he 
disdains to think of his once favourite dwelling.-*- 
Why, zounds? {Looking out.) No. — Yes, — ^'tis 
he, and looking so strange, and so flurried! 

Unter Lord Bl^shdalb, hagtily, foUomed by 

Geoftery. 

LordB. (JSTpi seeing Legis.) There it is — there 
is the dear, old darling spot !— Go, Geoffery, — ga, 
^et the keys from Deborah, — ^^nd mind nobody 
observes you. 

[£jr// Geoffery. 
So ! I think they won't follt)w me. up here. 

Legis, My lord, I rejoice to see you. 

Lord B. (His head from Legis, ) Sir, you mis- 
take,- — you — { seeing Legis ) Legis ! my dear fellow, 
Tm gjad to see your-I thought it was somebody 
who wanted a favour of me. 

Legis. Not I, my lord, — I want no favour. 

LordB, Don *^ you? then Tm more glad to see 
you; but you deceived me about London, for it 
wasn't as you said, — nobody wanted to oblige Lord 
Blushdale !-— No ; every body so wanted Lord Blush* 
dale to oblige them, that from the moment I put my 
foot in London, 'twas — (mimicking) *' My Lord, will ' 
^ joxXt Lordship do me the favour to attend my 
*' party this evening" — *'My Lord, will your Lord- 
" ship do me the favour to attend my motion this 
*^ evening?" — And in the one house I did pretty well 
-i— talked, and heard nonsense, — played, and 'paid for 
cards— Hsmilcd, and was smiled at ; but in the other 
house I was so sleepy, that, though I gave in my 
Vote, I hav'n't the least notion on which side I gave it. 

Legis. Astonishing ! but why be hurried into 
' • ' sceaes 
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ftcenes that you 80 little were prepared for! Only I 
know your easy, pliant nature — accustomed to oblige, 
you could never refuse 

Ljord If, Never ; and, in humWe life, it was aH 
very well ; but for a great man to grant whatever it 
asked of him ! Only think, Legis ! Amongst othcir 
pleasant things, it turned out, that I had the rever* 
sion of a large iiying in Yorkshire, and five curatef 
applying for it at the same time, 'twixt my flurry^ 
old habits^ and thinking to get rid of ev^y thing, 
by complying with every thing, i'cod, I promised ijt 
to every one of them. — Yen, I did, and the rector 
dying suddenly, a week ago, hang me! if they 
hav'n't all started fair, to get possession! And so'i 
started fair; for if they get possession of me, there'Q 
be no mercy— no benrat of clergy, Legfa. 

Legis. He ! he ! and you think to escape by tak- 
ing refuge jn your old hiding place. 

Lord B. Certainly; for they li Ipok forme in 
wiy high stately castle in the north.-^-A cottage is to0 
^ow to catch the eye of place-hunters, and syco- 
phanis.-*-So, mum to all except my nephew.— Hejs 
somewhere, not far off; and I've rare news fiiMr^im 
dbout Selina's husband. 

Legk. What ! Mr. Danvers bas infOTmcd y w 0^ 
this secret marriage ? . 

Lord B. He has; and ^f tlv» -supcrimtendftBt's 
pQvrer :*-^and here's a Welcome answer to hi$ tetter. 
\Pr&3ucing one.) I'm on his side-^I hate thesie 
Yi^igateSt. Albyns, and for their sake^ I'm glad J, 
am ennobled; for Til, at any rate, prjovii^ fpr 
them. 

Re-enter Geoffeby, with the keys. 

G(?q^ My lard, I've gott the beys from Debo- 
ii^h — that iff, fromthe nail, on whicb sbe aliways bas^ 
^em; for the good diA soul "was fast As^eop, ac^J 
didn't chuse to awaken ^cr, Ust 'ahe should :bi^ Clll* 

LordB. 
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• liord B, What, like yourself! Well, you were 
right, Geoffery, 

Geoff. Certainly, my lord; for if she had asked 
me what brought you back to the country, I couldn't 
have answered her. A cottage' and content may look 
very pretty upon paper ; but when a man actually 
gives up for them, a retinue and a palace, why, beg* 
ging your lordship's pardon, that man must have 
some curst, odd dut-oft-the-way reason for it. 
• Lord B, ( ToLegis) You hear— Old curiosity, as 
I call him, was so tickled with the pomp of peerage, 
that he can't make out why I seek retirement ! And 
he, e'en he, at last came asking favours. — ^You did, 
5'ou wished me to promote some poor north country 
cousins, though, but six mouths ago, you sworeyou 
had survived your whole Scotch family. 

Geoff. So I had; but your loixlship's Sudden ele^ 
vat ion brought my Scotch cousins all to life again. ; 

Lord B^ There! and yet they talk of eastern 
learning, eastern wisdom— pooh ! the wise ones aJU , 
come from the north, and till Lwas a lord, I had no 
idea of that country's vast population ;-^but her-e I 
go, and with my doors safe barr'd, and coding in my 
elbow-chair, o'er old October, and asiiug wood fire, 
how shall I chuckle to be safe fiom male and petti- 
coated place-hunters ! Legis, pray find, and give thiji 
letter to my nep ^ . w ; (giving letter to Legis) for he, 
(pointing to Geoffery) old curiosity, must say ''no*' 
to every question that is started — and, above all, to 
ihy late brother's natural son, that jackanapes^ 
Charles Modern. 

Legis, 'Ay, he is in the neighbourhood. 

Lord B. 1 know^ — 1 half-lik'd the fellow; but he 

^ insists I am a lump of aflfectation ; he swears it is too 

new for'bumpkins not to bite at dignity t But, could 

be see me now^r-hcre, is my lower houae — and if 

' here I throw off my coronet ^nd robes,^ I lik^wis^ 

fi{iall throw ttff gowns, cassocks, petticoats ! 

\Jjlxit i^io the hous.^y.fQU(^fdby Qeoffery. 
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JEnter Danvebs, immediately, not secing^Lmis. 

■ « ■ 

• . • * 

Danv. Now for mv uncle — and I am sure of his^; 
assistance; fov if he dare oppose my schemes, I have . 
the power to humble, and command him-^Yes, my: 
Lord Blushdale little thinks his present prosperou^^ 
career proceeds or ends as I shall please to dictate - — 
So, Mr. Legis,. have you seen my uncle? 

Leg. I have; and, as he tells me, here (giving: 
letter) are welcome tidings. 

Danv. Indeed, then, thus {hastily opening letter^ 
^nd reading ) ^' De^Y George, in my way home, 
through Bath^ I caird on an old friend, whp keeps* 
-a school there, Mrs. Dorville, and she informed 
me that Algernon St. Albyn had made various as- 
signations with one of her young pupils! — with 
'' Solace's intended wife! — and though a stranger to 
" both her and Solace, I am none to the St. Albyns, 
" and, therefore, shall feel pleasure in exposing 
*' them.*'-^To-night, this instant. Solace, Selina, all 
shall be convinced who now deservefs to- be their h- 
vomiie-^^knoch at door) Within there I Geoffery ! 
Geoffery! 

Geoffery, at the window. 

Geoff. Hush ! Hush ! . 

Danv. 'tis I— 'tis I. 

Geoff I see ; — but his lordship^s fast asleep. 

Danv. What, gone to bed ? 

Geoff. No; in his elbow chair: and there perhaps, 
he will remain all night; for, 'tis very odd, but do 
you know, we can't get into the bed-room — No, 
something's the matter with the lock; and I was all 
a-gog to force it open, but my lord call'd me an 
old noisy blockhead — 

Danv. Psha 1 tell him — 

Geoff. I dar n t — i dar n't go in till he rings for 

me. 

Legis. 



/ 



^9' 



Hvort^ 09 LX CAftc; 



Legi$. Nay, 'tVere a pity to disturb linrt iow. 
And in my mind. Sir Arthur should be first con-? 
^cihed. 

Bkh'o. Tnape ; so he ought — and tTvcrfeforc wheit 
xny uncle wa*;«!5, say I'll impart this story to Sir 
Arthur, and add, that I sha'nt sleep for cxtiltatiaii. 

Oec^. Nor I for agitation ; for I say, Mr. Danvcrs, 
^an you make out why lords hide themselves in cot- 
tages? 

P&nv, Not I, Sir, — 'slife ! begone 1 retire 1 

( Gecffisry hastily shuts the window and refii^es. 
And now, let Algernon partake Selina's love, — Mihel 
Biine \yill be soon a prouder triumph. 

XEw^I x/b^h Ifigis. 
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SC£N£ 1/ — ^H Ap&rtment in Solace's house. 

• . * 

Enter Solagb. 

Solace, 



^ > 



SO, it be all pveirl all ih Vain ! — She lot lost — for 
cvfT lost to him who would have died before h» 
would l^ave caused her such vexation.--^What shall I 
iko ? til sitf^that I have not jJatiehce for.-^ril walk 
T-that I've not strength for.- — I'll droWnmy <Daresiii 
wine — No, bang it, I did try that olice, and tho' I 
did toss down so many bottles that they did sal^ I 
night be prosecuted for moving wine without a per- 
mit, yet I did only find that a ftxed 'he»rt*ach were 
notcj^ed by ekpjpingi^tgreat head-ach at the top -of 

i - J 

JEnterSir Asi^mvB. St. AhSY^. 

Sk Artbwr ! at last to visit ^i old 4^emmt^ Qo1tae> 
Ibis be ^^omewhat lik^— ^A fhair^ take ^ ^chaiir, jSii 
Arthur. 

Sir^rth, V^hsrt, still so humble ! though v4^ted 
with authority? still ready to 4)b^y atid to oblige 
|ne? 

jSo/. Ay, from my beart. Sir Arthur. 

^/r;4i^, Indeed ! then to thettrial-^Mr. DanVers 
r — aay friejMj-^-^oknowledge ^him to be your master* 

(^Solace turns aw^ 
^at! Ipan bave ^b.partnw btit Selina's bud>and 1 

buf 
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but he, who, by this last dishonourable act — ^well, 
well! that's, nothing — a father s injuries are not 
worth thinking of. 

Sol. Nay, sir,-^— dishonourable! 

Sir Arth. Ay sir, to me,— Selina, and to one,, 
who, though he cannot feel my trifling wrongs, may 
chance to sympathize for others. — Hear me ! — There 
lived, in this neighbourhood^ a poor orphan girl, 
who, to reward a benefactor's kindness, had promised 
bim her hand; but he perceiving that she loved 
another, gave up the treasure that he yet so coveted, 
and, to say truth, most nobly left her to her own 
free choice. 

Sol. {Agitated) He! — whom? 

Sir Arth, {Laying hold of Tiim, and proceeding 
rapidly.) The lover she preferred, had secretly been 
married, and to complete the catalogue of guilt, 
felse to his friend, his mistress, and his wife! he 
hires his orphan from her home; he, he whomt 
you uphold, is the betrayer of your promised 
bride 1 

^ ( So/ace violent It/ agitated. ) 

And, now, whilst thus you feel these, your owir 
wrojigs, think what that father, xmist h^ve bornCj, 
who here renouncing nature's strongest ties, pot 
only scorns to cloak, or deprecate his crimes, but, 
for the sake of justice and example, conies forth to 
shame, and to expose him. 

So/. (After a pause, ) Have you done ? — I do 
only, ask, because, if there be any thing more/ I be 
quite prepared, — quite, he ! he \ {trying to forced 
mi^h.) Thee hast been told this by some efiemy. 
^ Sir Arth. { Haughtily. ). By Mr Ds^nvers, sir ! • 

Sol. By him! I can laugh freely now — hat 
ha ! my oatfi upon hrs innocence ! - * 

' Sir Arth. What! think you that, without un- 
answerable proof, a father thus would .criminate a 
son, or court an office so ungracious ?— -No, I now 
hjite, b^causf I once so loved,^—ftn<f if reduced- to 
— publish 



» 

dn, HOW WIL% IT BND ? 4A 

publish his disgrace, . judg^ of my triumph/ could 
I say with you, *^ my oath upon his innocence 1 " 

Sol. *Say it ! — do, pray say it. 

Sir Arth. His mother, /ere she died, wished 
nim, her image, to supply her loss, and for a time 
that wish was realized; but when I plunged ia 
fashion's giddy maze, he turned my thoughtless 
folly to account, and poisoning my late brother's 
mind, — the die is cast ! — his guilt is every where 
apparent—and my Lord Blushdale, Mrs. Doi'ville's 
friend, will prove it past iall doubt. (.Going) You 
know where he resides, 

Sol. I do; and know, beside, his Lordship's 
word be law with Cicely's governess.* — A thousand 
limes I have heard her say so, — dang it ! 1 f annot 
stand these ups and downs ! — The worst l—tke 
worsf ! ^ 

Sir Arth. Nay, hear it from the man, whose 
word is law;-^mine is distrusted! But mark me^ 
sir — when your friend's treachery is amply proved, 
J shall expect that mine has his reward, — ^and gr^e-« 
ful for the power bequeathed you by my father^ 
that one St. Albyn may maintain his hom)ur-~I 
claim it, — I demand it.— And, confident you'll 
chuse as I direct, I leave you, till wc meet for acts 
of justice, and of gratitude. 

[ExiU 

Sol ( Pausing, and looking round.) It be a cold 
night —very, very cold ! And the wind do come 
so cutting through the crevices — " Cease, rude 
3oreas, blustering railer ! *' {trying to sing) *' la de 
da di d — -■ — " (running the note, tilt it ends in hii 
^crying) Oh! for a happy man, I wonder, who be 
half so miserable ! Thousands ! thousands ! be stilt 
worse o|f than I be, even now.— And what of that ? 
C^n I glean coftifort from the pain of others ? No ! 
if I could, I .wish this cutting feel might last for 
^ver. However, I will hear it from the fountain-* 
h^ad.— Nq secQnd-h^nd reports — Lord Blushdale 

* shaU 
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©haB liirtisclf <:onvi!ic^ me, — and, then, vrhcn things 
be at the worst, why then — 

, % 

Enti^r Selina. 

Set. Sb, Mr. Solace — I see you hav'n^t found 
pOM Cicely — Dot he^rd one word of her a«id tier 
betrayer ?—^Dear, dear, who co.ald have had the 
heart to cause such misery ? 

S0L Who ! who ! (fmUs ont his rcatch) It be late— 
^iiile late*— smd I've forgot to see the works be sa-fe 
— to mind that all be right without {jmftifig his hand 
iin hi$ breMst) 111 not be Ibng — for come what m«y, 
I W'iM »ot turn my back on those that need man*^* 
best isapport,— Yet, stop — thee said*st thy — my — 
tSiec -s^M'-st that Mr. Algernon would arrive tO;mor- 
row. 

iSW. He ^wfll ; — it is the day he comes of age — 
fSii4 that^s the secret that has thus detained him. 

S^. Indeed ! pray heaven ! that thee art right, 

iSe/. rm^urche has no other motive ; and whefi 
tb-*iwrow shall arrive, perhaps youll find I also 
miry divulge a sfccret ! TM th^n, though you hav(fe 
fatted in tite pursuit, coniSde with me, in the kind, 
getoeroufc; Mr. Modern'^ zeal. 

SoL {After a struggle) I wiH — ^111 stiM be. 
<3^irfkJent. A common mind can fight 'gainst 
trommon griefs ; but when the sea do, mountain- 
Mte, run high,/ it can be weathered but by hrearts of 
^k — Vm ^ofie — I'ln rous'd ! — And, at the worst, 
f can gaija hiappiness, by guarding thine.—- i'H not 
be long, Mrs. St. Albvil.— ^Care *as^n*t yet quit^ 
got ^he better of me — no, V^ •stiJI fight it ! *' Be^ 
gtme^U care." (Singing,) 

rv \ ^ Stfinei. 
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SCENE 11. — An^ Apartment in Lord Bt.uswdalb's 
Villa>-^a Door in the centre of the Ffat^ — and 
Lord B. 's Picture hanging over it — Guns, JPish^ 
mg^rods^ 8gc. on each sider^-^the Jf^ings placed^ 
diagwa/ly, and a Door in each of tkem-^^/e, 
' moith Pm9:t J^k» *w/ Paper upon it. 

l«ORD Blushdale discovered asteep in his Arm-chair. 

Lord S. ( W^^lcin^ and fubhing his eyes. ) Aw, 
awl where am I ? still in tny arm-chair.— Oh, I re* 
collect, Geoffery cou'dn't unlock the bed-roam 
door. — And I, no doubt, dropped off whilst he was 
prattling. — Well, well^ it is enough to wake to such 
a calm, delicious scene. No letters from lord-lov- 
ing sycophants — No notes from gala-giving ladies, 
^\fho arfe the worst by fari — for titles are so wanted 
at assemblies, that peers might be better feed for at- 
tending hot rooms, than physicians are for viftitkig 
sick ones. — And then, the women dp so coax, ajid 

call me a sweet, charming -pooh! nonsensp! 

However, they can't catch me here. i^Koise of un^ . 
iodcirig doors in back scene.) Listen. -^Old Cieof^ 
fcfys poking at the door, though I desired be «ivoaUi 
not disturb me. He can't be quiet, till he knowf 
why I left London. (JSTaise again. ) Again ! . Wbjr, 
110 ! it is the bed-room door ! It opens! Some- 
body's been hid there! Dam' it ! bolts, cottages, 
poncealment, — nothing c^n save me from their a)ctivtt 
fury ! (Standing aside.) 

Cicely opens Chamber-door in back scene, and enters^ 

Cicely. Sujrely I heard a voice I Friend ! friend ! 
i^Tn a half whisper.) No! 'twas but fancy-^-*nd Til 
return and wait till I'm called — ^atid theh^ if possib}^ 

-—on 
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— ohyes? this still shall be my home; here Til re* 
main till I am certain that Lord Blushdale will pro* 
vide me with this place, or with some other situation ; 
for I'm so humbled, and so circumstanced, that I am 
ready to accept of any thing. 

V [^Exii into chamber, shutting the door after her. 

Lord B. — (^Coming forward, ) And who the de- 
Til isn't ? Look here now! only look here ! 1 give 
up splendour, equipage, and London, and stealing 
to my cottage for repose, a strange young woman 
shuts me from my chamber, and if she can't get one 
place, swears she'll have another ! Pheugh ! {fan- 
ning himself ) and I, the simple, modest Lord ! if I 
am caught with tjiis young petticoated place-hunter ! 
Oh ! the mere thought 

> 

Modern without. 

Mod. Standby, old Cerberus! though his Lord* 
ship has private reasons for excluding you, my bu* 
>iness will plead my excuse. 

Enter Moberk. 

My lord, I beg your pardon for this early visit; but 
seeing your servant through the window, I sut* 
pected you were come, and so I've just stept up to 
ask one or two small favours of you. 

Lord B. Of course, Shr :• — ^and though you said I 
was all art and affectation, I don't blame you, Sii^- 
no. Sir, I blame^hat old dotard, because^ Pegging 
your pardon, — ^he has kt in the very person. I or- 
dered him to keep out. 

Mod. There's no art now, my Lord, but — (/flX:- 
ing a chair and seating hiviself) for the first favour. 
—To-night I leave England, perhaps for ever — 
and before I gb, it is my wish to confer an obliga** 
tion on a new-roaiyied couple— on Algernon St^ 

Albya 
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Aibyriaiid his charming wife. — Bless them! I love 
tliem both with all my heart and soul ! 
■ Z'ord B. Very likely ; but I do not love them ; 
and r and my ne^phew will play them trick for trick. 
Sir. 

Mod. You sha^n^t; for I won't stir, till you give 
lip such paltry, hacknied plots.-— No, here I sit till I 
iam authorised to say, that you will influence Sir 
Arthur to forgive hjs son; ^nd, then, I shall receive 
those captivating looks, which, in your- heart- 
Come, come, — women are kind to lords, and lordsi 
like yoUi are always kind to them. — You are, and 
you consent? 

Lord B, I do not ; and let me ask, can nobody 
•try to confer obligations, without my haying a hand 
in them ? 

J)Iod. I have tried — I've been out all night, scouring 
the county round.— Exploring vallies, villages, and 
Voods — employing criers, offering rewards — and 
the next favour that I want, is, franks foi: all these 
letters. (Producing them.) They are to magis- 
trates in distant towns — and they enclose this printed 
full-description 

Lo?^d B. ( Eagerly, ) What f what description, 
«ir r 

Mod. (Rising.) Why this — (taking out hand- 
bill) And, could I trace the profligate — Look — 
(reading it.) *' Missing, and supposed to be in the 
hands of some villain in this neighbouriiood, a 
y^erung woman, aged eighteen, — blue eyes, — auburn 
hair,— -fair complexion, — had on a brown ^own, 
chip hat, white shawl" — 

(^Lord B. is all this time trembling "oiolently and 
occasionally looking round at the door. ) 
There ! and whoever she be found with, — hark ye ! 

LordB. Eh! 

Mod. A brave stout countryman will take the 
fighting part ; but for the sprrghtlier line of para* 
graphs and print-shops,— why, I will so identify 

his 



Jiis p€r%qjo^ that if he wep$ but thrwgh n trfi>.' 
dow, the women shall all blush, j»nd say^T-" Qh J zv9 
you there* you naughty, wkked Tarqum ?— But, the 
first favour first (Gi^wi« ii) «// cfoJ??/? ^gain*) So. l|cre 
I sit, till you promise to befriend Mrs. St Albyn. . 

Z^ord ^. Dpn t,™ dont $it — I'll premise any 
thing, every thin|; — franfc the letters ! befriend Sl 
Albyn — nay, ifant athou&and favpurj^ ipore, w yp^ 
ivill only leave me to myself ! 

Mad.. As I expected, — and I'lia gone.— rAn4 
Diow had I fpllpwed the old hacknied pl^n^ ^n^ 
fawned and bowed, and been agreeable, ypu woul4 
have only bowed me out, and fretted ^t the inters 
rMptipn ; but 1 have been so very dis^gre^ble, that 
ypu can't re^^t, till I am satisfied, and *pel quit^ 
nappy at ray leaving you. 

jCord B. \ do, upon n^y honour, zndr^''{pOiniing 
tg the door.) 

Mod. My Lord, I'm yours — and I've no fear tl^ 
you'll forget your promise; but if you do, there'll 
no harm done — we'll only have another merrj 
meeting, ^nd part ^ we do now, delighting ^q^ 
delighted ! 

Lord B. We will, we will. 

[Exit Modern' 
{Immediately Cicely a0eaps at the door. } 

XiOriB. And now for more delightingr—(/i/r;if 
find sees Cicely. ) 
Cicely. {Advances towards him.) My Lord ! 

Lord B. Madam ! 

Cicely. I've heard >yhat's past; and, as I gues;, 
your good old servant has'n't yet explained th^t I cs^^p 
here for shelter, and for i^afety, — but still I h^ve no 
fear— rwith cpnQd^ncp I throw myself upon your 
Lprdship fi generosity, convinced you will extend 
to me that kind, obliging — 

IfOrd B. M^am, I'm not obliging— *rm cross — 
m-nattired-^-an4 rW npt only thank ypH to tbinjc sp 

yourself, 
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yourself, but to go and tell every body else so.— 
Go, madam. — 

Cicely. What! I'm despised — deserted — (kneel- 
ing) My Lord, you see before you a poor, perse- 
cuted girl, wronged, but still innocent ! -who has 
eloped, not only to protect herself, but to preserve 
the happiness of others ! Return, I cannot — ne'er 
^ill I involve the virtuous with the guilty.— And 
you, wh(> are so famed for purity and honour, must 
feel delighted to support my just, but irksome, 
resolution. 

Lord B. I do not. — I feel delighted to support 
nobody. 

Cicely. I ask not an asylum here, it is too near 
^jthe scene that I have shunned.— I only ask that 
you'll fulfil those hopes your kind domestic has 
.excited. — Your London mansion !—- -let me be shel- 
tered there ! and life will be too short to pay my 
debt of gratitude and love ! 

Lord B. ( Turning away) Psha ! you, and this 
busy old Deborah-— 

Cicely. {Pulling him towards her) Nay, — in 
your service, — by another name,— I never shall 
be traced—and you ! — suspicion cannot light on 
you ! — Or, if, by chance it should, I'll beg, starve, 
perish, ere lil bring disgrace on my exalted^ kind, 
protector (Holding him by the hand^ and h'ss- 
ingit.) 

Enter Geoffery. 

Geoff. -Mr. Solace^ my lord — Oh, ho ! 

[_Exit. 
(Cicely starts up, and in her agitation , drops her 

shawls without perceiving it, ) 
Lord B. Confound the whole eternal scene ! 
Stop — come back. 

He-enter 
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Re-enter GeoffeHY. 

One plague I'll instantly get rid of— ^Madam, J 
grant what you require.-— My name will be your 
passport-— and you, sir, conduct this female throughr 
the private path that leads into the London road— ^ 
and, (Ckely runs to thank him) nay, nay, your 

J gratitude when next we meet — and that, I'll warrant, 
won't be soon. — Go, don't stand staring, blockhead T 

, Quick ! (stamping) Begone ! 

[Geoffery, all fright and astOnisJiment^ ejtit with 

• Cicely. 
So, since locks won't serve, TH tfy if strength ivill 
^eep them out.— Colossus-like, I'll stand against thcr 
cloor. 

jEnter 'Solace. 

* • » - 

Sol My Lord, I da hope no offence ; but your' 
servant not coming to shew me up, I have takenr 
the liberty to shew myself up — and I don't see 
him-r-where be he, my Lord }' 

LordB, What's tliaf to you?™and who the 
devil are you ^ 

Sol. My name be Solace, and I do come, for 
your Lordship to make nte, what you seem to be 
yourself-— quite vexed and unhappy like. 

LordB. Sir Arthur's foreman! Sit down — 111- 
instantly make jou unhappy. 

Sol. Thank thee j- but there be no hurry ; if it 
were any thing pleasant, . the sooner the better;: 
but to be told that one be thus misused by- those 
that I did love, and cherish as itiy own children — 
, dang it; — if I could think, as Mr. Modern thinks, — 
what charming consolation ! 

Lotd B. Why, wha^ does Mr. Modern thinks 
Sii;?' 
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Sot. Why, I did just fiow meet him, and, saving 
Vour presence, he do think that, like^ some other 
London lordly folk, you be, at heart, quite ga^ and 
sly, and not to be depended on ! But 1, alack \ 
know better — and, therefore, only let your lordship 
take your time, — for I sha'n't instantly be made 
unhappy. 

Loi^d B. Very likely; but when I prove St 
Albyn^s falsehood, will you accept my nephew as 
your master ? 

Sol. Now — this moment I will do justice to Sif 
Arthur and your nephew — for^ lest the miemory 
of past affections should some time hence incline 
me to relapse, \oo\i-^( shewing an agreement) this 
deed, once signed by me, do give a stranger that 
control which, 'twere the object of my life, that 
none but a St. Albyn should inherit, but that be 
past — yet, no — it be not past. — The proof! the 
proof! 

Lord B. What brought him, every autumn, to 
your cottage ? What has so long detained him from 
his wife ? Why was he caught in base, clandei^tine 
meetings ? — ^And if you doubt that Mrs. Dorville 
told me, upon the honour of an English peer — 

SoL No more, — 111 hear no more. — And all 
the consolation that Tve left, be, that I've power 
to resent such villany ! Til sign directly ! — Give me 
the means. 

Lord B. Here t (pointing to the table.) 

SoL Now for my own, his wife's, his father's 
Wrongs ! (Going towards t^le, he treads on the 
sharwl,) Why, what be here ? part of a woman's 
dress ! So — be'st thee, then, gay and sly ? — And, 
^ow 1 look 3gain— Heavens ! — speak — who^ who 
do this belong to } 

Lord B, Who !— why to — curse me, if I know 
who any thing belongs to. 

SoL I know too well — it do belong to her, who, 
by your statement, be now with Algernon St. Albyi> 

E 2 — 1 know 
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— I know It be Cicely's.— And if^ after all, it prove 
that thee. Lord Blushdale, have taken such advan- 
tage of thy title, as to snare he^, and to cormpt this 
governess, why I will have no minster, but that son, 
who be so much ennobled in His heart, that, to 
high bnrth, he adds the higher r^nk of proud in- 
tegrity and honour. So, SkvI'll^earch the house. 

Lord, B. Do — that's what I wish — I'll go with 
you. 

Sol S<X?confident ? 

Lord B. I am: — enough — come on. (Taking 
his arm and pulling him hastily, towards the wing.) 

Enter Geoffery, hastily, meeting tliem. 

Geoff, Oh, my Lord, I've put the young woman 

in the private path, and she's gone to your London 

house — and she'll change her name, and she'll be 

all love, ^nd'^{ seeing Solace) Oh ho! are you 

^ there ? 

( Lord B, stamping, violently and going to seize 
Geoffery who avoids him,) 

Lord B. Fire ! fury ! 

Sol. Yes, I am here, and so are you, and the 
mild, modest Earl of Blushdale — Shew me down 
stairs, and quick, lest the roof fall — Gone to your 
London house, and changed her name ! 

( Lord B. tries to speak ) 
Nay, nay, my Lord — I want no further explanation. 

Lord B. But I do, and I will have it. Stay I 
insist. 

Sol. Stay in such company! Lead on. Sir ! 
{to Geoffery, who opens the door, ) Oh ! were I a 
lord!-^. 

Lord B. Oh 1 I wish you were ! Hear m'd ! 
Zounds ! I will — I will be heard ! 

£EMeunt. 

BKD OF THE FOURTB ACT. 

ACT- 
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ACT V, 



SCENE I. — Open Country — with a View of St, Alhyn 

Castle^ in the distance, 

■ ■\ ■ *" 

Enter Algernon St. Albyn. 

Algernon. 

S 'DEATH ! is it possible, that thus aga:in I view 
my father's house, and dare but view it at thial 
distance? And whilst he welcomes a-fiilse, specious 
friend, that I must prowl about my native lancjs, as 
a discarded and unnatural son ; but I forgive him, 
he is still my father, and the fond thought that I 
shall soon regain his wonted love, recals past times, 
and makes me sigh to meet him. 

Enter Thomas. 
* . 

Well, Sir, what news ? 

Tho. Why, Sir, 1 have been to St. Albyn Castle, 
and I am very sorry to learn, that Sir Arthur is every 
hour more and more attached to Mr. Danvers. 

Alger. That's hard — that's very hard! 

Tho. And they likewise talk of your being secret- 
ly married to Miss Selina, Sir, and of her having 
left Sir Arthur's house, and being now at Mr. So- 
lace's. " {Exit Thomas, 

Alger. At Solace'^s ! Heavens ! under the same 

roof with Cicely ! She'll hear that I am married, and 

knowing not the motive for my conduct, she, like- 

my father, will condemn, discard me, — Fool that 

* I wa?. 
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I was, to leave her in suspence, even for a fevf 
short hours ! — Come — 

Enter Modern. 

J\Iod. My dear Algernon, I am glad you are 
come ; and I wonder you stayed so long; for, were 
I married to such a sweet, interesting — Oh! I wish 
I were ! 

Alger, Well, if you were. Sir ? 

Mod. Why, if I were, would I make love to an- 

othef- sweet, interesting Lord Blushdale swears 

you've carried off your friend's intended wife ; — 
but, o3d as that may seem, I'll tell what is still 
older: Earl Modesty s himself, the sly old fox — 
changed. hi^ name — gone to London — mumi — 
§nug! ^ 

Algtr. Who — who 13 gone to London, Sir ? 

Mod. Why, Cicely — and if you want his lord- 
ship's patronage, you see, you must make use of 
petticoat interest — ^^in every plait and pucker there's 
promotion. 

Alger. One question. Sir, — ^When, when did 
Cicely leave Mr. Solace's house ? 

Mod. Why, almost directly after Mrs. St. Albyn 
came there. / . 

Alger, Enough — I see it all, and censure not 
Lprd Blushdale for his profligacy — I^ lam the cause 
of all her sufferings. 

Mod. You ! ' 

Alger. For me she has eloped, and I endure the 
pangs the guilty feel, though honour was the genu- 
jpe impulse. here. To her I am no villain, nor to 
Selipa; but 'tis a rash, uhthinking'Vorld, and xice 
and virtue are sp much confounded, that if the 
deed apparently be evil, the man's condemned, long 
ere the motive can be sought for. — Farewell ! §elin4 
shall know all, and sh?.re in my affliction. 

Mod. Your wife ! — You'll tell your wife ! 

{Algernon nods absent. 

Then, 



Ql^, HO>V WILL IT EKD ? 55 

Then, pray, tell me; for all this is so original, that 
Pm bursting with curiosity. 

Alger. Hereafter you shall know, — ^^till when, con- 
demn me not unheard — and when the day of expla- 
nation comes, you'll findi my motive was to save ray 
father, — ay, and Selina \ — and, that explanation past, 
I will to London, and preserv^e poor Cicely. So 
TOay I live to bless the happy liour wjien vif tue tri- 
jumphed over fra,ud and art. 

[Exit. 

Mod. So say I, — so may J live to iinriddle all this 
fXiystery ; and if 'tis new and gentlemanly, Tm ^atis- 
ified; but if otherwise, curse me if I put up with it. 

Enter Solace. 

S,oL Rat enl Gan that J>e Algerjfion St. Albyn ? 
JHe did press my hand, burst tnto tears, — pass x>n^ 
and say he would explain another time. 

Mod. That's what he said to me, and I wonder at 
what hour another time will come. 

SoL Sir Arthur too ! Idid leave him in fine tribti^ 
lation ; for he not only won't believe that lord Blush- 
dale he the wolf in sheep's-clothing ; but he do s^y. 
tliat my fojly ?ind rudeness may cost him his liberty ; 
and it may^ for his Igrdship do bold his bond for six«^ 
Jeen thousand pounds. 

Mod. I know. 

Sol. And, but for Sir Arthur's extravagance, I 
.could myself have paid it; but thus it be;— that 
though we were all intended to aid, and benefit each 
other, yet selfishness dp so creep in, that one half 
pf the world, tp lo^d themselves with luxuries^ do 
deprive the other of, almost, necessaries. Butstill^ 
if I — if I should cause my master's ruin 1 — Thse^ — 
thjee has'n't such a lump sum as sixteen jthousafncjl 
pounds, hast thee? 

Mod. No; nor ever knew the man th?t had such 

ajutnp 
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a lump sum, except Lord Blushdale; and therefore 
he will hardly mix in such old, worn-out work zsi 
law, bailii}^ and irpn bars. 

^riter Legis. 

Zegis, Won't h^, Captain ? Perhaps you'll soon 
find that his lordship and his nephew, to your sorrow 
\yill both mix in such old, worn-out work. 

^od: Stay, — what mean you? 

So/. Ay, what dost mean ? 

Legis. Why;, that owing to your (to Modern) 
hostility to Mr. Danvers, I am already employed 
against )ou on the unpaid tradesman's bill — and 
owing to your (to Solace) hostility to Lord Blush- 
dale, I shortly expect to be employed against Sir 
Arthur. 

SoL It do never rain, but it pours. — But still con- 
sole thyself, Mr. Modern. 

Mod. {Melancholy) I do; for I and Sir Arthur 
shall be for ever housed from rain now. 

Sol. Dang it ! Who, who can influence Lord 
Blushdale? ' 

Legis. N0ne, pone but Mr. Danvers— he has 
some strange, some absolute control. 

Mod. What strange control, Sir ? 

Legis. That I should like 'to know myself; for, 
just now, at my house, inflamed with anger and 
with wine, he swore Lord Blushdale must obey 
him — and wildly boosted that, if one secret marri- 
age marre4 his hopes, another still might make 
them. But I waste time— 

Mod, Stop— did he say any thing about America? 

Legis. He did; and, therefore, having fairly 
answered all your questions — good morning, 

£E.rit. 
Mod. It dawBs ! It flashes on my mind ! and if 
before, T thought that he kept back intelligence, 
what must I now ? I will this moment to Lord Blush- 
dale, 



OR, HOW WILL IT END ? 57 

ddc, and if »my hopes prove true, a new event 
shallbring on Danvers's head that ruin he designs for 
us. Farewell! and wait for me at home. 

SoL I will — I will — but don't thee talk of no- 
velty, Mr. Modern — ^no, thee art old fashioned in 
thy heart. 

Mod. Iknow not what I am just now, nor what 
I shall be ; but this I know, whatever be my cha* 
racter, Til try to be original — I'll not cut old friends, 
nor break promises — though no w-a-days every Kody 
does break them; from the place-maker who pro- 
mises sun-shine, to the almanack- maker, who pro- 
raises rain. — > > 

' [EsieufU. 

SCJENE II. — Jn Apartment in Lord Blushdale's 
'' Villa, the same as in jf^i 4t?i. 

Enter hoRD Blushdale, '•hastily , with a packet of 

letters, 

JjOrd B. Never, never was man so deep in hot 
water ; for the Londoners have found out where I 
am, and by this letter Tm summoned to the house — 
by this I'm challenged for not fulfilling a promise 
of the late lord ; — by this, as his heir, 1 have to an- 
swer a long bill in chancery ;— and by these — army, 
navy, law, physic, and divinity are all emptying 
their own houses to over-run mine ! — Companies 
too ! I'm asked to patronize so many Insurance, 
Wine, Brewing, Vinegar, and Blacking Companies, 
that I suppose London will at last end in one great 
shop, and that small tradesmen, like small farmers, will 
be swallowed in the great gulph of speculation. — 
And, to add to all this, my nephew, Danvers, writes 
me to throw his friend. Sir Arthur, into prison. 

Enter Danvers. 

Vanv. I do ; — and when you make me charge 

5 St,Albyn 
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• • • * 

St Albyn with a crime, which, by bad management^ 
you are proved guilty of yourself, I have a i;ight ta 
reparation ; and, therefore, my lord ! Sir Arthur's 
l)ond. 

Lord B. There it is, (pointing to chamierj wijLh 
other lordly valuables in my red box. — But, stop*^ 
have you and Sir Arthur quarrelled ? 

Danv. No ; — I must still seem to be his friend ; 
the act must be your own. But once confine him 
for the debt, the servant, to secure his master's li- 
berty, will instantly acCjCde to all I ask. — So, 8ir, 
the bond. (Going towards chamber.) 

Lord B. No, Sir; for openly avow yourself Sir 
Arthur s enemy, and I will stiU stand b;^; you. But 
think you I'll be party in such low^ clandestine 
dealings? No; if I am a peer, and can't uphold 
Kiyself by strong, conspicuous talents, let me build 
any public charr Jtef oa my private one; and, after 
;ftll, why shmi'dn'C a man be as proud of pne, as the 
iOther ? 

Danv. What ! yojj refuse ? 

Lord B. I do : — 1*11 start in a new character; for 
iVe got into so many scrapes by being obliging and 
agreeable, that, lite that rogue, Charles Modern, F I) 
]have a touch at the disagreeable. 

Danv. Hear me ! you shall cOiisent. 

Lord B. Shall t _ 

Daniy. I have the power to force you to mty pur- 
pose; for, hark ye,— -what if I strip you of thi^ 
jboasted peerage ! What if there live a lawful heir to 
^lyour proud inheritance t And that I, only I, cai) 
^rush your claims, and sa;ictipn, or establish hi§ ? 

Lord B. Hqw 4— What ! a lawful heir ? 

Enter Modern, unseen by. LoRn B. or Dakver^. 

Mod. Ay— a lawful— (P/</^ his hmd before his 
ff^ffithy and e:^it. 
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Vanv. Who's that > 

Lord B. Nobody.— I heard nobody ! But yoU 
fiaid there was a lawful heir.—HGo on, Sir. 

Danv, On my arrival from America, I found yoii 
had assumed the vacant title, and thinking you my 
friend, concealment was my interest; but since you 
thus oppose what I suggest, know, what you once 
suspected, was most true. — The .late lord's fair com- 
)}anioii !— -this Mr Modem's mother ! Consqious of 
the lowness and obscurity of her own family, and 
aware of th^ pride and rebutment of your brother's, 
she was persuaded, during hi§ life-time, not to 
avow — " 

, Lo7'd B. ( Jf^ilh great eagerness. ) She was not, 
/Siri 

Dam). She was ; and her health being precarious, 
. Jier son on his travels, iind I on my return to Eu- 
rope, sh/e employed me, as the only relation in that 
part of the world, to seek out him, and {sriCeringly) 
Mr. Copsland! — Arid shewing them this certificate 
»pf the marriage, proclaim Charles 'Modern rightful 
Earl of Blushdale. ' (Lord B. snatches the certificate 
mid reads it with great emotion, ) Now ! may 1 get 
the bond npw.^ I may! I may! his agitation 
proves thai iQve of ranl^ wil} place him ever in my 
power, 

■' ■ . \JEixit into charriber^ 

.. Lord B. I see ! (TFith hi^ eyes fx^d on the 
certificate. ) 

JMod. ( ^Advancing arid looking over his shoulder. } 
So do U Isee that that and other valuables belong 
to your successor, Mr. Copsland ! 

Lord B. (In a melancholy tone.) _ It does — and 
my rank and titles belong to my successor. — An^ 
this summons, — this challenge, — this bill in chan?^ 
jcery — And these notes from captains, — counsellors, 
— curates and companies, — all belong to my suc- 
cessor, ha ! ha ! ( Offering the letters, and smiling, 
§nd rubbing his hands,) If you feel delighted at 
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being what you are, I am more so, at being what I 
was. — You are Lord Blushale^ — I'm Squire Cops* 
land. — Nobody will ask favours of a little country 
Squire, 

Mod. What ! it was not affectation ! This is so 
new, — so winning, — ^and so unlike Danvers! — My 
dear, dear uncle ! if I had known this welcome, joy- 
ous news, would I have kept it secret ? 

Lord B. No, that you wouldn't, my dear, dear 
nephew ! ( Shaking hands with each other ! ) 

Re-enter Danvers, from the chamber, with a small 

red box. 

« 

Danv. Here is the bond — and now to put it in 
the proper hands. ( Coming next to Modern, without 
seeing him.) 

Mod. ( Taking box.) Thank you.^ — You have 
put it in the proper hands. 

Lord B. You have ; — and if you want to throw 
your friend. Sir Arthur, into prison, that's Lord 
Blushdale ! Bless you ! I'm stript of my boasted 
peerage! I'm only a little country squire, ha ! ha ! 
Mr. America! 

Ikmv. S'death I have vou told him ? 

Mod, He has; and, now, we are going to tell 
every body. ( Taking Lord B.'s arm.) Yon see. 
Cousin Common place, this is no old, and hacknied 
sight, — the ins and outs both oh the same side, my 
boy. 

LordB. True ; and that the out may never be 
forced to be in again, marry, you rogue. ( To Mo- 
dern,) Pray, marry ! — don't die without leaving a 
little lord. (7aking Moderns arm.) you see — 
ha ! ha ! . 

\Exeuht. 
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SCE^E III. — Outside of Solace's house, {as in 

Act I.) 

Enter Sir Arthur St. Albyn, meeting Trusty. 

Sir Art. Where is Mr. Solace? 

Trusty. I fancy he is somewhere about the 
works, Sir. 

Sir Art. Call him this instant. — Say that Sir Ar- 
thur waits for him within. 

I {Exit Trusty. 

What are a lover*s to a father's frailties ? I thought 
to triumph when his guilt was proved ; but, now all 
hope of palliation's past, nature, resistless nature 
mounts within me, and, though resolved to punish^ 
and to shame him, I wduld give worlds to pardon, 
and to spare him. 

[Exit into house. 

Ent^r Modern ajtd Solace. 

Sol, Thee !— Thee Earl of Blushdale ! 

Mod. I am; but what's the use of being a peer, 
without having a peeress? And I can't — I can't 
marry, my dear fellow. 

£ol. No!— Whv? 

Mod. Because the person I love is married to 
somebody else. — And she, — she — (Pointing to the 
house. ) 

Sol. How !— What— Mrs. St. Albyn I Dang it! 
I half dreaded this; for I did catch her painting of 
thy picture. 

Mod, . Painting my picture ! When? Where? 

SoL Here, in my. house. — And when I did say — . 
*' that be a rare likeness, that be exactly Mr. Mo- 
dern ' — she did so blush;, — and look so hnndsome, 
and confused — 

Mod, 
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Mod. Psha ! what signifies her looking hand- 
some ? 1 wish she were as plain as a Sybil. No^ 
thing is so infernally troublesome as a beautiful wo-' 
man ! — And so 111 tell her. 

Algernon St. Al»yn, uithin, 

Alge)\ Nay, I entreat, Siri • 

Enter Sir Arthur and Alcernqn from the }iou$e. 

Sir Art, Sir, I haVe oiKe discarded you ; and the? 
Same house shall nevermore contain us. 

Alger. But 'tis my birth-day, Sir; the day that I 
attain the age of manhood. 

Sir Art, Why, yes, it is the day that you attain 
tny brother's fortune; and the rememhrance of that 
dark transaction 

Alger. Hold, Sir-— his fortune is not mine; 

Sir Art. Whose is it then. Sir. '^ 

Alger. My father's} 

Sir Art. Mine ! 

Alger. Selina is, by this time, at the casfle, witlt 
a conveyance of the whole estate ; — and I but exe- 
cute my uncle's wishes; — for, had he lived to see 
you in distress, he would> like me, have gitenup his 
all to save you. 

Sir Art. How \ - ^ 

Alger. You thought I urged him to abandoit 
Vou, and, therefore, you abandoned me; bot, from 
himself he acted. — For, when I saw him in his dying 
hours, '' My brother,'* he exclaimed, — " my loved, 

unhappy brother ! surrounded as. he is, by false 

and dissipated friends> my fortune now can little 

serve him. — And who? who shall guard it till the 

day of danger comes?" 1 kfidt^ implored him t<> 
confide in me, he ^rusted to my sacred word, — and 
then, now, ever, ghalir bless that bounteous rhan, 
Y^hodied, as he had lived, selecting you, sol^ object 

of 
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t>f fih love,, and me, yoiir son, to know, and to pro- 
claim it. 

Sir Art. Astonishing! 

JMbd. Not in the least— I thought he was oth 
ginal. 

SoL So did I. — And had I such a son. — Sir Ar^^ 
thuif, if thee won't, I must. — {Goifig towards AI^ 
g&rnan,) 

Sir Art (Stopping Solace.) 1 would! — I panf 
to clasp him to my heart. But, can he vindicate his 
other deeds ? Think of his wrongs, as husband, and 
as lover. ( A/gernon starts.) Nay, Algernon, from 
Veicely herself, I've heard the tale of sorrow, and of 
tttystery. / 

Sol. ^Frora Cicely ! — Why, dang it ! Mn Alger- 
non I 

Mod. Wait! — Wait, my fine fellow! 

Sir Art. I found, and left her at my house, — 
brought bafk by some, who sought for a reward; — 
and when I forced confession from h^r lips, she sa 
implored me to forget her wrongs, and plead your 
pardon with her benefactor, — ^speak,- Algernon, — -- 
explain, and spare, oh> spare an anxious^ father's* 
feelings ! • - ^ 

Alger. I will, — on one condition — part, — sepa-^ 
irate from him, who would for ever separate us. 

Sir Art. I dare not: not only as a man of ho- 
. tioixr I am pledged, but legally compelled — 

Alger. What! Danveri? must still be your friend!"* 
And, were ft possible, must still be husband to Se- 
lina ! * 

Sir Art. (Wildly) He must ! he must ! 

Alger. Then Algernon caiinot explain. 

Enter yimmediateiy, Selina. 

SeL No; but Selina can. 
Alger. Hold — the same motive yet exists. 
Sel. What motive^ Algetnon ! to save Selina from 

2^ the 
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the man she hates, and part poor Cicely from the 
man she loves ? {Algernon appeals.) Nay, had I 
sooner known that such had been the szkcrlfice, P 
would, 'ere this, have sacrificed myself. And why 
be anxious to conceal what, when divulged, will add 
to your fair fime; for, if you stooped to artifice and 
guile, was it from selfish, sordid motives r No ; 
'twas to save your father and myself from an allir 
ance, which, you knew, involved our mutual, lasting 
happiness. 

Sir Art. What artifice? 

Mod. Ay, what artifice ? 

Sel. Entreaty and remonstrance failed. — ^You, 
(to Sir Art.) you were resolved to hurry on the 
match, and stratagem alone, could gain delay ! The 
letter, which he wrote from Bath, was putposely 
contrived, and I would still assume my borrowed 
title; but since it brands him with the name of vil- 
lain, and wounds the feelings of the pure and virtu- 
ous. — (Pointing to Solace.) I here consent to be 
the wife of Danvers, so Algernon reward the love of 
thej wronged, suffering Ciccfly. (Going to fhe zoing, 
and leading on Cicely.) 

Cicely. ( Looking round. ) Where I — Where !-t- 
(Seeing Solace.) My more than father ! — can you 
again forgive me? (Running up to him.) 

Sol. I said, I said it would come at last — Sir Ar- 
thur ! — my young master ! — I, — I be the happiest 
of servants ! — 

Sir Art. And I the happiest of fathers ! 

Mod. And J, the happiest of lovers ! 

Sir Art. ( To Algernon. ) Take — he her hus- 
band, — and Fm -amply gratified. 

Mod. That's right. Sir Arthur. — Get quickly 
over this cause, that we may come to another {Cros-- 
ses to Selina) Mrs. ! — Miss ! — Algernon ! — Speak a 
kind word for me to your wife, Algernon ! i 

Alger. Fm sure you have my leave, and I suspect 
you have Selina's. ^ {Selina half frowning.) 

Nay,: 
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Nay, nay fair cousin, the picture, my fair cousin. 

Mod. Ay, the picture, my fair cousin. — And as 
to being wife to Danvei's — Sir Arthur, — he's the 
worst of villains. — He knew I was my father s lawful 
heir — kept back the documents that proved me right- 
ful Earl of Blushdale— -and; therefore, f f he dare to 
litigate your contract, 1 11 give him law for law ! / . 
And since possession is nine-tenths — suppose at 
once 1 call this lady, countess, — and, in reality ! no 
borrowed title ! for with my hand; my heart shall 
be so joined, that love and novelty shall last for 
life. 

( Mifdern talks aside to SeUna!) 

SoL {To Sir Arthur) It be all true ; — he be the 
rightful Lord. 

Sir Art. And Danvers knew it! — and concealed 
it ! — He is — he is the worst of villains ! and I the 
worst of guardians, and of fathei's, to have upheld 
his cause ! — Wronged, wronged Selinal — You hear 
what is proposed. j 

Mod. She does; — and 'tis all settled. Sir Arthur. 

Sir Art. Become her partner then — let my 
loved Algernon be mine — and be the basis of our 
firm, — oblivion and forgiveness.— 

Mod, No,— -be the basis of our firm-^'-love, con - 
fidence, and friendship. — And I don't know, Alger- 
non, whether you mean to make aji active partner; 
but, certainly, I sha'n't make a sleeping one. 

Sir Art. And in the hour of general union, shall 
we exclude our general friend ? — {to Solace.) No, — 
enriched by industry, ennobled by integrity, the 
proudest firm that this country boasts, might glory 
in a name like yours. 

Mod* Rig^t, Sir Arthur, and now — 

Our hopes encourage, and our errors spare, 
Say, — mav wt^ sraile ? if so, — Begone duU care ! 

FINIS. 
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SPOKEN BY MISS SMITH. 



C/NCE more I come — your smiles, or frowns to face — 

Andy like my lover, — talk ofcommon.place--^ 

To do my best to banish from the nation-* 

All hacknied modes, — all servile Imitation.-^ 

Ay, that's the word— -we copy — cry the bold OQcg — 

And most new fashions may be trac'd from old ones. 

Because in Noah's patriarchal days, 

Our goodjirst people copy'd nature's ways— 

Our ^ne^rst people now — in dress — not feature ! 

Do all they can, to stick quite close to nature. 

Because that ancient animal, a hor^e^ 

With rapid movement, long has pac'd the course. 

Is backM, and betted on by knowing stagers — ' 

Man — servile man ! must run and trot for wagers ! 

And two-legg'd walkers, now, do so much more, 

Than all the other cattle upon four. 

That soon, no doubt, some dashing Jehu Billy, 

Will drive foOr gentlemen down Piccadilly ! 

And, halting where a sign provision shews-*- ; 

Cry — " Hatf and water f—for — my four cropt beaux / *' 

(Mimicking foppish tone and manner*) 
How long rich citizens have had the passion 
To live in squares, — and ape each western fashion ! 
But now the fashion copies them so far. 
That if you travel east of Temple«bar, 
There, the gay world in throngs you will encounter, — 
And there !— the Fleet — King's bencb^^and Poultry compter I 
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Tliai Ladicft' clouks !— so ruddy, warm, and loosef-** 

They're copied from the tnles of Mother Gua<M*. 

And modern \voIvc«! — take care ! — thoy prowl in crowdsf 

For little — and for largp, Red Riding- Hoods. 

All, all is borrow'd — tnid it makes such pother! 

For e'en our saints so copy one another! 

That 'twixt these four — no more for differcnce look^- 

St. James ! — St. Giles !— St. Stephen !— and St.Z.uke ! 

Bards too !— like tars, iherr hostile fire can't quench — 

_ I 

JFoT plays, like ships, — arc taken from the French ! 

One word then to ye all, before I go — 
Since ours is *' English Sirs ! — from lop to toe '' — 
Support your countryman — befriend his cause — 
Who now — lik# me — would borrow your applause. 



<*. A^owrt, Primer, Fatemottcf Roir. 
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